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This  Edition  of  Livingston's  Poems  was  undertaken  at  the 
request  of  Colin  Hay,  Esq.,  Ardbeg,  Islay,  a  friend  and 
admirer  of  the  Bard.  Mr  Hay  was  anxious  that  a  complete 
edition  of  the  Bard's  poetry  should  be  in  the  hands  of  his 
countrymen,  and  after  consultation  with  the  Islay  Association, 
under  whose  auspices  the  book  appears,  it  was  resolved  to 
ask  me  to  undertake  the  work.  With  considerable  reluctance 
I  consented.  The  many  and  varied  duties  devolving  upon  me, 
made  me  hesitate  in  adding  to  them  a  work  that  would  require 
time  and  attention  greater  than  I  could  well  spare.  The 
unsettled  state  of  Gaelic  orthography,  and  the  knowledge 
that  many  critics  are  always  ready  to  assail  any  Gaelic  eflbrt, 
as  well  as  Livingston's  own  peculiar  spelling  and  punctuation 
in  the  editions  issued  under  his  own  revision,  caused  me  to 
shrink  from  the  task.  The  work  was,  however,  undertaken 
and  carried  on  amid  many  interruptions,  and  is  now  pre- 
sented to  William  Livingston's  Countrymen  as  a  memorial 
of  the  "  Islay  Bard."  In  looking  over  the  Book  very  many 
blemishes  appear  that  escaped  notice  until  too  late  t  o 
remedy  them.     Such  as  it  is,  we  send  it  forth  to  the  Gaelic 


reading  public,  in  the  hope  that  tlie  faults  of  the  Editor  will 
be  overlooked  for  the  excellency  of  the  poetry,  and  that 
Livingston's  Poems  may  obtain  that  popularity  which  they 
so  well  deserve.  Several  notes  are  given  throughout  the 
work,  which  may  help  to  the  better  understanding  of  the 
poems  which  they  refer  to.  The  notes  with  no  initials  ap- 
pended are  the  Bard's  own.  Special  thanks  are  due  to  Mr 
Nigel  MacNeill  for  having  placed  in  our  hands  several  of  Liv  - 
ingston's  manuscripts  which  he  possessed,  and  for  helping  to 
arrange  the  pieces,  and  also  to  Mr  Sinclair,  the  Printer,  for 
his  attention  and  care.  The  volume  contains  all  that  Living- 
ston wrote  or  composed  of  Gaelic  poetry,  as  far  as  we  could 
discover.  In  this  respect  the  work  is  as  complete  as  it  well 
could  be.  The  Islay  Association  has  set  a  good  example  to 
the  other  Celtic  Associations  of  the  City,  in  thus  issuing 
the  Avorks  of  the  Bard  of  their  native  Island.  We 
trust  it  is  but  the  pioneer  of  similar  efforts  on  the  part  of 
other  Associations,  and  as  such  we  claim  for  the  Book  the 
special  indulgence  of  all  lovers  of  Gaelic. 
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MEMOIR. 


In  the  Parish  of  Kihxrrow  and  Island  of  Ishiy,  not  far  from 
the  viUage  of  Bowmore,  there  is  a  cahn  and  peaceful  valley, 
formed  by  the  green  slopes  of  Grobols  and  Talant  on  the  one 
hand,  and  the  craggy  wooded,  knolls  of  Gortlost  on  the  other. 
In  this  valley  lies  the  farm  of  Gartmain.  The  farm  house 
stands  on  a  small  eminence  in  the  centre  of  the  vale,  looking 
towards  the  north  across  the  beautiful  Lochindaal  to  the  grassy 
declivities  of  the  Rhinns,  whose  heights  of  Ben  Tartaville, 
and  the  hills  of  Glen  Oiseimail,  trending  down  towards 
Coinnesjiy  and  Sunderland,  close  the  view  in  this  direction. 
Away  behind,  the  valley  stretches  out  into  a  plain  that 
extends  across  Llulindry  and  Kilinan  to  the  base  of  Ben 
Bhàin,  the  highest  hill  in  Islay,  whose  dark  and  heath-clad 
steeps  form  the  back  ground.  It  was  on  this  farm  that 
AViLLiAM  Livingston,  first  saw  the  light.  His  father  James 
Livingston,  who  wrought  as  a  Joiner  upon  the  Islay  estate, 
in  the  pay  of  that  most  princely  of  Highland  Lairds,  Walter 
Campbell  of  Shawfield,  occupied  a  cottage  at  Gartmain. 
His  mother's  name  was  Christina  MacFadyen.  His  father, 
although  a  common  joiner,  seems  to  have  been  a  clever, 
shrewd,  well-educated  man  for  his  station  in  life.  He  had  a 
large  family,  and  he  gave  them  all  a  fair  education.  William, 
according  to  his  own  statement,  being  the  least  educated  of 
them.  He  was  a  wild,  restless  boy,  who  could  hardly  be  in- 
duced to  go  to  school  at  all,  and  did  little  good  when  there. 


X.  MEMOIR. 

Such  is  liis  own  account  of  his  early  youth.  He 
was  born  in  the  month  of  September,  1808.  The 
exact  date  of  his  birth  cannot  be  determined,  but  the  Session 
records  bear  that  he  was  baptised  on  the  15th  of  September, 
1808  ;  and  as  it  was  the  invariable  custom  in  those  days  to 
baptise  children  about  the  eighth  day,  it  is  probable  that  he 
was  born  about  the  7th  or  8th  of  the  month.  His  first  years 
were  doubtless  spent  as  those  of  most  country  children  are, 
"  paidlin'  in  the  burn,"  "  puin'  the  gowans  fine,"  bird- 
nesting,  and  running  about  the  pebbly  shore,  being  his  chief 
occupations.  He  thus  grew  up  healthy  and  strong  under  the 
most  favourable  conditions.  It  is  not  known  what  school  he 
attended.  Probably  one  of  those  side-adventure  schools  that 
were  at  that  time  very  common  in  Islay.  The  parish  school 
of  Bowmore  was  within  easy  reach,  but  whether  William 
attended  there  or  not  we  failed  to  ascertain.  This  school  was 
then,  and  for  many  years  after,  famous  for  the  high-class  in- 
struction conveyed  in  it.  Under  the  charge  of  such  men  as 
Messrs  Fulton,  MacKay,  Russell,  and  Tajdor,  for  several 
generations,  it  upheld  the  character  of  being  one  of  the  best 
classical  schools  in  the  West.  It  is  probable  that  the  Bard 
may  have  attended  this  school  for  a  winter  or  two,  but  if  so, 
the  branches  he  studied  must  have  been  of  the  most  elemen- 
tary kind.  He  was  early  sent  out  to  herd  cows.  Whilst 
engaged  at  this  occupation  he  beguiled  the  time  by  courting 
the  Muse.  His  first  effort  in  this  way  is  given  in  this  volume, 
and,  although  the  verses  are  of  no  very  high  order  of  merit, 
they  are  interesting,  as  shewing  the  truth  of  the  old  adage, 
"  Poeta  nuiscitur  nonjit.'"  His  father  was  anxious  that  all  his 
sons  should  learn  some  trade.  The  trade  selected  for,  or  by 
William  was  that  of  a  tailor.  In  those  days,  when  most  of 
the  cloth  used  was  manufactured  at  home,  it  was  the  habit  of 
tailors  to  go  from  farm  to  farm,  and  clachan  to  clachan, 
according  as  their  services  were  req-aired.  The  master  and 
his  apprentice  would  take  up  their  abode  in  the  house  of  their 
employers,  until  all  who  needed  new  suits  in  the  family  were 


provided  for.  On  these  occasions  the  house  in  which  the 
tailor  wrought  was  generally  the  centre  of  attraction  in  the 
hamlet.  Thither  all  the  young  people,  and  sometimes  old  as 
well,  went  to  spend  the  evenin;^:  in  a  friendly  ceilidh.  Song 
and  repartee,  story  and  legend,  guesses  and  conundrums, 
helped  to  make  the  time  pass  lightly  and  merrily.  We  may 
safely  assume  that  the  apprentice  boy's  tongue  was  not  the 
most  silent  in  those  gatherings,  nor  his  answers  the  least 
witty.  Although  this  was  not  the  best  school  to  teach  a 
young  boy  discretion  and  self-control,  doubtless  a  certain 
rude  education  was  given.  The  wittj^  answers  helped  to 
quicken  the  faculties,  and  the  many  tales  of  the  olden  time 
awakened  in  the  Bard's  mind  that  love  of  country,  and  that 
fondness  of  its  early  history  which  to  the  last  were  so  charac- 
teristic of  him.  According  to  his  own  account  he  was  at  this 
time  wild,  tricky,  and  full  of  mischief  ;  a  great  favourite  in 
the  houses  where  his  master  wrought,  and  much  sought  after 
in  social  gatherings.  Coming  home  one  Hallowe'en  night 
from  some  merrymaking,  he  had  the  misfortune  to  overturn 
a  creel  that  was  on  his  master's  kitchen-floor,  under  which  a 
young  pig  was  confined.  The  door  being  open,  the  pig 
escaped,  and  was  lost  in  the  darkness.  The  master  was 
furious  ;  there  and  then  he  turned  his  apprentice  to  the  door, 
and  William  had  his  revenge  by  composing  the  song  entitled 
"An  t-Oii'cein,"  some  verses  of  which  are  preserved  in  this 
volume.  This  adventure  put  an  abrupt  termination  to  his 
apprenticeship.  He  resolved  to  seek  his  fortune  in  the  Low 
Country,  and  left  his  native  island  with  a  light  j)urse  but  a 
resolute  heart.  The  many  stories  he  had  heard  of  the  heroes 
of  the  olden  time  were  not  forgotten  by  him,  and  now  that 
he  was  witliin  the  reach  of  books,  he  resolved  to  make  him- 
self acquainted  with  the  history  of  his  country.  Although 
daily  working  at  his  trade  he  determined  to  make  up  for  the 
neglect  of  early  days  bj'  studying  hard.  He  read  Avith 
avidity  every  old  history  he  could  lay  hands  upon.  Coming 
across  some  of  the  ancient  chronicles  Avritten  in  Latin,  he 


made  up  his  mind  that  he  would  so  far  master  that  huiguage 
as  to  understand  what  they  said  in  the  originah  With  a 
pluck  that  did  him  much  credit,  he  faced  the  Roman 
tongue,  and  although  in  pronunciation  and  "quantity"  he 
would  shock  the  sensibilities  of  Latinists,  yet  he  became  so 
well  acquainted  with  it  as  to  be  able  to  understand  and  trans- 
late ecclesiastical  and  mediaeval  Latin  much  better  than  many 
who  have  studied  under  much  greater  advantages.  He  also 
taught  himself  a  smattering  of  Greek  and  Hebrew.  He 
was  not  very  skilful  in  these  languages,  but  he  knew 
them  sufficiently  to  be  able,  by  the  aid  of  his  lexicon, 
to  translate  fairly  portions  of  Scripture.  In  his  fondness 
for  Gaelic  he  resolved  to  learn  if  possible  the  cognate 
languages,  and,  therefore,  he  turned  his  attention  to  Welsh 
and  French.  The  present  writer  remembers  calling  upon 
him  in  his  little  garret  at  68  Dale  Street,  Tradeston, 
Glasgow,  and  finding  himself  and  his  wife  busily  engaged 
in  translating  a  French  history  of  the  Druids.  He  could 
not  be  called  learned  in  any  of  these  languages,  but  con- 
.sidering  his  disadvantages  and  the  hard  struggle  he  had 
to  maintain  for  bare  existence,  his  acquirements  in  them  did 
him  much  credit.  He  was  particularly  well  acquainted  with 
the  early  history  of  Scotland  and  with  the  legends  and 
monkish  stories  of  those  far  off  times,  all  of  which  William 
believed  as  veritable  history,  provided  they  reflected  any 
honour  upon  old  Scotland.  Indeed  he  lived  so  entirely  in 
those  rude  times  that  he  imbibed  a  spirit  of  the  most  intense 
hatred  towards  England  and  everything  English.  No  Irish 
Home  Ruler  ever  hated  the  Saxon  more  than  the  Bard  did. 
This  blind  hatred  of  England  and  all  her  belongings  rendered 
him  incapable  of  taking  an  impartial  view  of  questions  of 
history  and  marred  very  considerably  his  reliability  as  Guide 
and  Historian.  He  overlooked  all  the  benefits  that  have 
accrued  to  both  nations  from  the  Union,  and  saw  only  in  it 
evil  and  that  unmitigated.  It  was  a  very  sore  point  with  him, 
as  it  is  with  most  patriotic  Scots,   that  in  making  mention 


of  the  public  service,  Scotland,  as  well  as  Ireland,  is  ignored. 
Nothing  excited  the  Bard  more  than  to  read  of  "  The  Queen 
of  England,"  "  The  English  Army,"  "  The  English  Navy," 
&c.  Many  a  strong  letter  appeared  from  his  pen  in  the 
correspondence  columns  of  the  Newspapers  of  his  day  in 
regard  to  this.  To  such  an  extent  did  he  carry  this  hatred 
of  the  English  that  he  would  hardly  allow  that  such  a  person 
as  an  original  English  writer  or  thinker  ever  existed.  When 
instances  were  adduced  of  vigour  of  mind,  on  the  jjart  of  men 
who  were  English,  he  generally  took  refuge  in  the  discovery  of 
some  Scottish  Ancestor  of  theirs  to  whom  they  owed  any  traces 
of  ability  they  possessed.  The  only  excejition  he  allowed  was 
John  Bunyan.  Once  that  this  question  was  keenly  debated, 
the  Bard's  opponent  knew  that  he  admitted  the  power  and 
originality  of  Bunyan,  and  consequently  adduced  him  as 
instancing  the  originality  of  thought  of  an  Englishman,  the 
Bard  turned  the  laugh  against  his  opponent  by  throwing 
himself  back  upon  his  chair  with  a  look  of  suj^reme  contempt 
and  exclaiming,  "  Oh  yes  indeed,  the  tinker  that  he  was." 
Great  allowance  must  be  made  for  him  when  his  imperfect 
training  is  taken  into  account.  The  want  of  early  culture 
gave  a  bias  to  his  whole  character  that  clung  to  him  through 
life.  Naturally  he  was  of  a  distrustfid  suspicious  nature, 
and  the  hardships  he  had  to  strive  against  did  not  tend  to 
lessen  this  disposition.  He  could  hardly  brook  a  co-worker, 
not  to  say  a  rival  in  any  field  whatever.  Hence  he  was  jjer- 
petually  at  war  with  his  brother  Celts,  who  made  any  attempt 
at  cultivating  Gaelic  literature.  Many  stories  bordering  upon 
the  ridiculous  might  be  told  of  the  various  manifestations  of 
this  spirit  on  the  part  of  the  Bard.  It  must  be  confessed  too, 
that  at  times  he  was  not  over  scrupulous  as  to  the  means 
employed  to  circumvent  one  whom  he  fancied  to  be  an 
opponent.  These  matters  need  not  now  be  too  closely 
looked  into,  as  William  and  most  of  his  cotemporaries 
have  passed  away  to  the  quiet,  calm  beyond,  where  envy  and 
jealousy  disturb  not,  and  where  '*  the  weary  are  at  rest." 


We  -would  rather  say,  as  one  toAvards  v.bom  the  Bard  evinced 
the  most  intense  and  implacable  hatred  was  wont  to  affirm, 
' '  William  has  many  good  qualities,  let  us  take  all  the  good  we 
find  in  him  and  let  the  rest  alone."  When  this  gentleman 
was  upon  his  deathbed,  the  Bard  visited  him  for  the  purpose 
of  being  reconciled.  It  transi)ired  in  the  course  of  conver- 
sation, that  the  motive  which  prompted  this  seemingly  gener- 
ous act  was  not  the  high  Christian  one  inculcated  by  New 
Testament  morality,  but  rather  a  superstitious  fear  on  the  part 
of  the  son  of  song,  that  there  might  be  a  possibility  of 
unwelcome  visits  from  the  unseen  world.  We  remember  the 
amused  expression  that  flitted  over  the  face  of  this  truly 
christian  man  as  he  related,  a  few  days  before  his  departure, 
the  visit  of  the  Bard  to  him,  and  the  assurance  he  gave  the 
Poet  that  he  would  not  disturb  him.  We  dwell  not  upon  these 
points  of  our  Authoi-'s  character,  considering  the  disadvantages 
he  laboured  under,  the  wonder  is  that  he  was  what  he  was. 

After  he  left  Islay  he  wrought  for  a  while  in  Dumbarton 
and  the  Vale  of  Leven.  He  resided  for  a  time  in  Arrochar, 
having  worked  his  way  up  through  Rob  Roy's  country,  so  as 
to  visit  for  himself  the  scenes  of  those  skirmishes  that  were 
at  one  time  so  common  on  the  Highland  Border.  We  next 
find  him  at  Comrie,  and  about  Strathearn.  Here  he  found  his 
helpmate,  and  indeed  it  would  not  have  been  easy  for  him  to 
have  fallen  in  with  one  that  better  suited  him.  She  entered 
into  all  his  enthusiasm  about  Celtic  and  Scottish  matters, 
and  had  the  most  implicit  faith  in  the  knowledge  and  judg- 
ment of  her  husband.  The  "  poor  muir  hen,"  as  he  delighted 
to  call  her  was  indeed  "  a  help  meet  for  him."  She  would 
give  a  helping  hand  at  his  trade,  or  write  to  his  dictation, 
either  Gaelic  or  English.  She  p)redeceased  himself  by  only  a 
few  months.  When  a  shock  of  earthcjuake  was  felt  at 
Comrie,  William  could  no  longer  stay  there,  and  he  took  up 
his  household  goods  and  came  to  Greenock.  He  resided  for 
a  number  of  years  in  that  town,  and  then  removed  to 
Glasgow   where   he   dwelt  until   the   end.      He   died   very 


sucldenly  in  the  month  of  July,  1870,  and  was  Lxid  in  the 
same  grave  as  his  wife  in  Janeliekl  Cemetery  on  the  east  side 
of  Glasgow,  in  a  lair  purchased  for  them  by  JVIr  Duncan 
"\Miyte,  who  so  frequently  ministered  to  their  necessities 
during  their  life  time.  Shortly  after  his  death,  a  subscription 
was  set  on  foot,  chiefly  through  the  instrumentality  of  jMessrs 
Duncan  Whyte  and  Malcolm  M.  Currie,  for  the  purpose  of 
erecting  some  memorial  of  Mm.  The  result  was  the  rearing 
of  the  Freestone  Obelisk  of  which  an  impression  is  given  in 
this  volume,  with  an  inscription  in  Gaelic  and  English  upon 
it,  setting  forth  the  fact  that  the  Bard  sleeps  at  its  base. 
On  one  side  of  the  stone  two  verses  from  his  own  elegy  on 
the  late  Rev.  Neil  Strachan  are  inscribed.  There  he  rests 
undisturbed  by  the  wrongs  of  the  English,  or  the  doings  of 
Highland  Depopulators,  waiting  calmly  the  advent  of  that  time 
when  "the  day  breaks  and  the  shadows  flee  away." 

That  William  Livingston  was  a  remai-kable  man,  must  be 
admitted.  As  a  Gaelic  Bard  he  has  few  equals,  and  even  as  an 
English  writer,  he  had  a  force  and  a  power  that  indicated  a 
mind  possessed  of  considerable  vigour.  He  cannot  be  upheld 
as  possessed  of  either  a  polished  or  graceful  style  of  English, 
but  his  "Vindication  of  the  Celtic  Character"  displays  a 
considerable  grasp  of  that  language.  He  wi'ote  also  a  history 
of  Scotland,  which  he  attempted  to  publish  in  j^arts,  but 
which  failed  for  lack  of  sufficient  subscribers.  Five  j)arts  of 
it  saw  the  light.  What  became  of  the  manuscript  we  failed 
to  ascertain.  It  is  a  pity  that  it  was  lost,  for  whether  we 
could  praise  it  as  a  history  or  not,  it  brought  together  a 
mass  of  matter  that  might  be  made  useful  in  the  hands  of  a 
skilful  manipulator.  As  the  Bard's  wife  always  said  when 
speaking  of  the  history  "  Nae  doot  it  has  merits  if  yin  had 
the  sense  tae  tak'  it  cot  o't."  It  is  as  a  poet  that 
William  Livingston  shines.  We  mean  not  to  enter  into  a 
criticism  of  his  works  here,  but  we  are  of  opinion  that  taking 
his  whole  works,  few,  if  any,  of  our  Gaelic  Poets  excel  him. 
He  has  sung'  less  of  the  tender  passion  than   most  Bards. 


This  may  arise  from  the  fact  that  most  of  the  pieces  we  have, 
were  the  product  of  his  mature  years,  and  that  it  is  question- 
able whether  he  composed  anything  except  the  few  verses 
to  his  dog,  until  comparatively  late  in  life.  Or  it  may  arise 
from  the  warlike  bent  of  his  mind  which  led  him  rather  to 
sing  of  the  turmoil  of  battle  and  the  clash  of  arms,  than  of 
the  soft  breathings  of  love.  That  he  could  write  in  a  tender 
touching  strain,  several  of  his  pieces  shew.  "  Oran  na  Buala  " 
in  Cuimhneachan  Bhraid  Alba,  is  as  soft  and  sweet  as  a  May 
morning.  And  some  verses  of  ' '  Fios  thun  a'  Bhàird  "  cannot 
be  surpassed  for  the  sad  pathos  with  which  he  laments,  "  The 
things  that  once  were"  in  his  native  isle.  His  forte,  neverthe- 
less, was  the  battle  field  and  the  story  of  heroic  deeds.  He 
attempted  in  some  of  his  pieces  a  style  of  poetry,  not  met 
with  in  Gaelic  song.  His  poetry  is  a  store-house  of  nervous, 
elegant  and  choice  Gaelic,  and  were  it  for  nothing  else  is 
valuable  on  this  account. 

The  accompanying  likeness  will  give  those  who  did  not 
know  him  a  conception  of  his  appearance.  It  rather  flatters 
him,  but  it  is  sufficiently  true  to  recall  to  those  who  knew  him 
the  appearance  of  the  Bard.  His  small  suspicious  looking 
eyes,  peering  out  under  his  massive  eyebrows,  his  flowing 
beard,  which  he  was  in  the  habit  of  stroking  perpetually 
when  engaged  in  conversation,  and  his  whole  contour  are 
fairly  reproduced.  His  character  has  been  slightly  touched 
upon  above.  He  was  ready  to  suspect  even  his  best  friends, 
nor  was  he  generous  towards  those  whom  he  considered  as 
foes.  He  was  very  patriotic  according  to  his  conception  of 
patriotism,  although  we  have  heard  some  who  knew  him  well, 
questioning  the  genuineness  of  his  entluisiasm  for  his  country 
and  maintaining  that  it  was  mingled  with  a  great  deal  of 
selfishness.  Be  that  as  it  may,  his  enthusiasm  for  country 
seemed  very  real,  and  many  a  hard  blow  he  gave  in  her 
defence  in  the  correspondence  columns  of  the  Newspapers, 
and  the  pages  of  "  The  Vindication."  We  heard  two  anec- 
dotes   that   give   a  ludicrous  illustration   of  the  extent   to 
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which  he  at  times  carried  this  enth\isiasm.  Once  that  he  went 
to  visit  a  friend  in  Argyleshire,  he  neglected  to  send  word 
that  he  was  coming,  believing  that  his  friend  resided  near 
the  landing  place,  he  thought  it  unnecessary,  and  wished  to 
give  him  a  surprise.  On  arri\'ing  he  found  that  he  had  five 
miles  to  travel.  He  was  in  feeble  health  and  his  purse  was 
empty.  He  could  not  pay  for  a  conveyance  and  set  out  to 
walk.  He  felt  faint  on  the  way  and  believed  that  he  was 
about  to  die.  He  laid  him  down  on  a  bank  of  blooming 
heather  and  as  he  said  when  relating  the  circumstance,  "T 
believed  the  end  was  near,  but  I  had  much  peace  in  the 
thought  that  I  would  yield  up  the  ghost  on  pure  Highland 
heather  !"  We  have  heard  of  many  a  false  ground  of  hope 
in  death,  but  hardly  of  one  so  unique  as  this.  On  another 
occasion  a  young  Highlander  took  offence  at  one  of  the 
Gaelic  Ministers  of  the  City.  He  was  about  to  leave  the 
Church,  but  before  doing  so  he  consulted  Livingston.  The 
advice  the  Bard  gave  was  this,  "  Don't  leave  a  Church  where 
Gaelic  is  preached.  Attend  the  Gaelic  Service,  and  read  the 
Gaelic  Poets,  and  I  assure  you  you  will  be  safe  enough."  A 
peculiar  ground  of  safety  indeed  !  The  advice,  however, 
illustrates  the  enthusiasm  of  the  Bard.  With  all  his  peculi- 
arities, he  deserves  well  of  liis  country,  and  of  the  lovers  of 
the  Gaelic  muse.  We  will  therefore  forget  his  faults  and 
thankfully  acknowledge  how  much  we  owe  him,  by  placing  a 
.stone  reverently  and  lovingly  upon  his  cairn. 

R    B. 
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INTRODUCTORY     NOTE. 


The  subject  of  this  poem  was  suggested  to  the  Bard  by  an  old 
prophecj-  that  is  current  in  Ishxy,  that  a  blood\'  battle  is  to  be 
fought  on  the  very  site  which  the  Bard  has  selected  for  the 
strife  of  his  imagiuaiy  heroes.  The  poet  assumes  that  the 
prophecy  was  of  older  date  than  the  time  which  he  describes, 
and  that  the  battle  depicted  with  such  wonderful  force  and. 
jMwer  was  the  fulfilment  of  the  prophecy.  That  a  battle  was 
really  fought  at  the  place,  seems  to  be  indicated  by  the  name  of 
a  rising  ground  in  the  neighbourhood  "SUabh  a'  chath."  All  the 
names  of  places  given  in  the  poem  are  real,  and  consequently  to 
those  who  are  familiar  with  the  locality  it  has  a  double  interest. 
The  plan  of  the  poem  is  this — A  young  lad  comes  to  an  aged 
story-teller,  who  asks  whence  he  is — the  lad  tells  he  is  from 
Islay,  and  complains  of  the  desolate  state  of  the  laud  now. 
The  story-teller  asks  why  he  has  come  across  the  sea  to  visit 
him — the  youth  tells,  and  then  the  brave  deeds  of  the  Islaymeu  of 
yore  are  recounted.  The  story  begins  by  relating  how  a  watchman 
stationed  on  the  hill  above  Bowmore  observed  a  fleet  of  sixty  three 
sail  making  for  the  harbour  of  Lochindaal.  He  hears  their  wild 
song  as  they  drop  anchor.  He  at  once  makes  off  with  full  speed 
across  country  to  iuf^irm  "MacDonald  of  the  Isles,"  who  was 
at  Nosbridge  Castle  "Dim  Chlamhain"  at  the  time.  The  fiery 
cross  is  sent  to  every  corner  of  the  land.  The  islanders  gather 
— a  Council  of  War  is  held.  MacKay  of  Rhinns,  an  old  chief 
of  great  wisdom,  gives  his  views — these  are  adopted  and  after 
two  days  the  Danes  land  and  a  bloody  battle  is  fought — victory 
cro\\-ning  the  brave  deeds  of  the  Islaymen. — R.  B. 


Seanachaidh. 
Co  as  duit  oganaich  's  tu  'n  eideaclh  Gaidheil, 
Le  suaithcheantas  fineachail  Tir  Mhic  DhòmhuuiU  ? 
Chi  mi  eithear  luath  's  a  siùil  sgaoilte ; 
Leoghan  a'  seasamh  sùrdaig  ; 

Bradan  's  a  shlios  mar  bhoillsgeadli  airgid  gun  smal, 
Fo  ghluasad  samhladh  sruth  a'  ruith  'n  a  chuisle  bhras, 
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Seachacl  air  bunait  caisteil  liaidealach, 
'S  e  liath  le  siontan  ioniadh  linn ; 
Craoljh-fhige  £o  loci  mheasan  ; 
Lanih-clhearg  's  claidlieamh  Chinn-Ilicli, 
Fadhairt  le  deannal  nan  òrd  o  lasair  na  teallaicb. 
An  e  sud  a'  blmidheann  o  'n  sloinuear  thu  % 

Oganacii. 
Sin  mo  dliiithaich, 
M'  an  siùbhlach  an  fliairge  'n  a  sruitbean  bras, 
Mu  chladach  siorruidh  nan  aonacli  àrd, 
A'  ruigheachd  o  uaclidar  na  doiinlme 
Gu  carbad  nan  neul  's  iad  a  buan-chomhrag 
Ri  tonnan  beucach  gun  chlos,  a'  reubadh  am  bunait. 
Camais  nacli  cunntar  an  aois  ! 
'S  faoin  oidhirp  an  duine, 

An  uair  a  thig  a'  Chruitheaclid  'n  a  morachd  uanihasaich, 
A  dh'fheoraich  nan  ceistean  diombair, 
A  lionas  an  t-anam  le  umlilachd. 

Na'm  b'  urrainn  mise  mo  sgeul  a  liobhairt  am  briathran 
bùird, 

B'  àluinn  an  dealbh  a  dheanadli  fear  teoma, 

Le  saotbair  nan  duan  air  stuadban  fraoicb, 

*S  air  sraitbean  lusacb  Innis  nam  Fineacban  sean, 

Cruadalach,  uaibbreacb,  catbach, 

A  bba  ag  àiteacb'  Eilean  nam  Flaitbean, 

A  nis  'n  a  nocbd-làraicb  fògraidh. 

Fuigbeall  briste  gun  cbeann-feadbna,  gun  cbòir, 

Mar  eòin  aonaranach  a  dh'fhàg  an  ealt. 

Gun  mbaoin,  gun  seirc,  gun  teanachdas, 

O  na  coimbicb  gun  iochd.     'S  gun  ni  air  fbàgail 

Acb  freumh  na  Gàilig  's  an  talamh. 

'S  is  geàrr  an  ùine  gas  an  salaich 
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Teangan  liotach  nam  Lorb  ciar, 

Na  dh'iari'ar  an  duthaich  nam  Mac  do  Chànain  Rìghrean, 

Is  sluagh  gun  àireamh  o  Adhamh  gu  ruig  an  la  'n  diugh. 

Tha  acliaidliean  torach  nan  gràinnseach  farsuing 

Fo  luachair  uaine,  'sam  f  raoch  a'  buidhinn  a  sliean  Idiiiaidh 

Air  uachdar  talamh  a'  phnir  ; 

Na  brùidean  geumach  a'  luidhe  air  iii-laii"  nan  Gàidhcal, 

Riamh  nach  do  dhriiid  cnnihla 

Roimli  'n  fliear-thuruis  làidir,  no  roimli  'n  deirceach  fhann 

C'àit  am  bheil  sibh  a  Chrlosduidhean  gaisgeil  Ì 

'S  nach  cluinn  sibh  guth  na  fianuis  laig' 

A  tha  tagradh  bhur  cuis, 

'S  gun  dùil  ri  buaidh  o  'n  a  dh'fhuadaicheadh  sibh 

Gu  h-iomall  an  donihain,  's  nach  till  sibh. 

Tha  milltear  's  sgiùrs  'na  làimh  g  'ur  di-moladh, 

A  dh'flialach  a  chionta  le  gionachas  mallachd  bceugairp. 

Tlia  fuaim  nan  gaoth  le  tuchan  bròin, 
A'  ruith  air  feadh  do  stucan  's  do  shraithean  feurach, 
A  chathair  lagh  nan  Eileanan  Gàidh'lach. 
C  ait  am  bheil  sibh  Fhine  Mhic  Cailein  1 
An  do  lagaich  sibh  gun  teanga,  gun.  làmh  ] 
!N'ach  tig  siljh  a  sheasamh  na  làraich  ] 
Nach  tig  silih  gu  bunaiteach  cinnteach, 
Làidir,  stòlda,  soitheamh,  glic,  smior  bhur  dòigh, 
A  cliòmhrag  mi-run  Mhic  Reith,* 
A  leag  sibh  's  a  chas  air  'ur  sgornan  Ì 

Seanachaidh. 
Thug  thu  an  uiread  sin  do  'n  fhuil  leat, 
Is  tuilleadh  cha  'n  urraiim  mi  iarraidh. 
'S  cianail  do  sgeul ; 

*  Ramsay  of  Kildaltou. 
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Ada 's  fior  gu'm  blieil  He  a  nis  'na  fàsaich  ; 

Brùideaii  is  coin  ga'n  iomain, 

Luchcl  comuinn  nan  Luinnsichean  Allta, 

Nach  fag  ach  mallachd  'nan  deigli 

Aca  fhein  's  aig  na  leanas  an  dòigli, 

'S  còmhla  glieibh  iad  an  duais, 

Mar  a  chuala  sinn  's  gun  mhearaclid  ann. 

Ach  gu  de  'n  t-aobliar, 

Mu  'n  d'  tliàinig  tliu  'n  so, 

No'n  gnotliucli  a  thug  thu  thar  fairge  Ì 

Oganach. 
Cha  d'  thàinig  mi  'n  so  gun  ghnothuch 
O  'n  luchd  dàimh  a  dh'  fhàg  thu  d'  dheigh ; 
Nach  treig  thu  'n  talamh  nam  beò, 
Co  fad'  's  a  mhaireas  deo  no  lùgh, 
No  bheir  iiine  beatha  dliuinn. 
Tha  fuigheall  ann  fathast  a  dh'aindeoin, 
Nach  salaich  an  t-òr  's  nach  liib, 
Gu  h-umhlachd  choigreach  nach  tàlaidh  ruinn, 
'S  an  cuing  do-fhulang  mar  am  beus. 
Seaxachaidh. 
O  'n  a  thuig  mi  na  tha  thu  'g  iarraidh. 
Suidh  a  nios  's  bithidh  tu  riaraicht' 
Mu'n  dealaich  sinn,  mur  teirinn  ùin'  ort, 
'S  o  'n  a  's  cùis  a  dh'fhanas  'n  'ur  deigh  e, 
Cha'n  èigin  a  thogas  an  seanachas. 
Sin  gu  grad  a'  chruit  a  nuas, 
'S  feuchaidh  sinn  buaidh  na  ranntachd, 
Air  euchdan  Lochlannach  is  Ileach, 
A  dh'innseas  tu  fathast  do  chàch, 
'S  bithidh  òran  no  dhà  againn  do  chorr, 
Mu  'n  stad  an  ceòl  's  nach  bi  sinn  ann. 
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Cath  Guleaxx-Aiuc. 

Bha  gliaoth  o'n  deas  air  uchd  na  linne, 
A'  giììlan  modliar  nam  buinne, 
Gu  h-iomall  Eilean  crom  nan  letli,* 
Innis  iomraiteach  an  Lagh. 
Bha  'm  freiceadan  air  IMùr  Dliùn-athad, 
Do  'm  bu  dreuclid  an  calla  clioimhead, 
'S  a  chunnaic  a'  teachd  o'n  iar-dheas, 
Càblilacb  nam  buidbnean  fiata, 
Sgaothan  toirmisgt'  tir  na  gaillinn, 
A  bu  tearc  a  stadadh  sion  no  doireann, 
Creacbadairean  allta  lionmbor, 
largalta  gun  iocbd,  gun  fhirinn. 
Diorrasach,  fuileacb,  coirl>te,  dàna, 
A  db'fbàg  bàsraich  an  iomadh  aite, 
Air  cùrsan  Rìogbacbdan  na  b-Eòrpa, 
O'n  Fhairge  Mbòir  gu  Cuan  na  reòta. 

Fitbeacb  air  cairbb  is  cat  fiadbaicb, 
Matb-gbamhuin  is  Eigli  'na  fbiaclan, 

*  There  is  here  a  play  upon  the  name  of  Ishiy.  The  Bard  gener- 
ally, adopted  the  name  I-leth,  "the  Island  of  halves,"  believing  that 
Celtic  names  were  generally  descriptive,  and  that  Islay  was  at  one 
time  divided  into  two  islands,  at  high  watei',  by  the  meeting  of 
Lochiudaal  and  Loch  Gruineart.  The  second  line  refers  to  another 
definition  of  the  name—  I-lagh  "  Island  of  the  Law,  "as  being  the  seat  of 
the  supreme  court  of  the  Lord  of  the  Isles.  Other  explanations  of  the 
name  are  given  as  I-fhlath  "Island  of  heroes,"  and  He,  from  Ella 
daughter  of  a  Danish  king.  This  lady  is  supposed  to  I  e  buried  on  the 
eastern  side  of  the  island.  Her  grave  is  pointed  out  to  this  day.  The 
stones  at  the  head  and  foot  are  21  feet  apart,  so  that  she  must  have 
been  a  giantess  of  no  mean  order. 

The  proverb  "Eadar  da  chloich  He"  meaning  the  length  and 
breadth  of  the  island,  has  been  pointed  to  as  proving  that  the  island 
owes  its  name  to  the  Danish  Princess.  The  usual  spelling  lie  has 
been  adopted  throughout  the  poem. — R.  B.     . 
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Gearradh-arm  nam  borb  nacli  tilleadh 

Le  càirdeas,  le  duals,  no  le  gealladh 

Bha  'm  brataicliean  am  bàrr  nan  ci'anna, 

Le  anail  nan  neul  a'  svannail, 

Stiallan  dubh  ri  fiodliracli  seòlaidli, 

Starcaiclit'  ri  fàraidliean  còrcaich. 

An  doimhn'  an  Loch  'n  uair  a  leag  iad  acair, 

Cliluinnt'  an  nuallan  fad  air  astar, 

A'  bagradh  na  glieiblieadli  iad  's  na  dli'iaiiadli, 

'S  cluinnidh  tu  gun  dàil  am  briathran. 

Kàinig  an  ullfhartaicli  an  calla, 

Trast  an  roid*  gu  liib  ClioUa, 

Air  Sgiatli  na  li-iar-ghaoith  mar  bu  gliiorra, 

Gu  Sgùrr  clieannaghlas  Chnoc-na-faire, 

Far  an  robh  Niall  Garbh  Mac  Eamain, 

Mac  Mliic  Calum  Airidh-rèamain, 

Freiceadan  tràigli  a'  Bhoglia, 

0  'n  Chlachan-donn  gu  Cill-an-i-udlia.  f 

'Nuair  a  chunnt  e  'n  cablilacli  tri  uairean, 

Tri  ficliead  seol  is  trl  eile  fhuair  e, 

Làn  àireamli  nau  eitliear  dubha, 

A'  cur  srutli  roinn  nacli  iarradli  tobha  ; 

Dh'amhairc  e  air  fonn  's  air  atliar, 

'S  labhair  e  mar  so  gu  h-atligliearr. 

"  So  an  l;i  mu  'n  trie  a  cliualas 

Am  fàisneaclid  Thorgainn  Mliic  Ruaine  ; 

Sean  Speuradair  Dhun-Charmaig, 

*  Jioid,  Harbour. 

t  The  Bard  is  mistaken  in  the  derivation  of  this  word.  T'he  name 
comes  n'lt  from  the  "  Cill "  of  the  point  but  from  St.  Mah-ube — to 
whom  the  church  was  dedicated. — R.  B. 
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A  dli'  iniiis  gii  'u  tigeadli  thai'  faii-ge, 

Ealt  Fhitlieacli  o  thir  an  t-sneaclida, 

A  dli'  fhàgas  lie  caointeacli,  crcaclite  ; 

A  bheir  an  gearran  as  an  amull  ■ 

An  laogli  o'n  chro  's  a  chaoi''  o'n  mliainnir ; 

A  bheir  am  pòr  a  fonn  nan  grùinnseach  ; 

'S  an  trend  crodhanach  a  gleann  na  h-àiridli  ; 

Is  niairg  a  chi  na  thnirteadh  umainn — 

Is  e  so  cath  cumlia  Thorr  a'  Bhriutliain, 

Is  casgradh  tiiirseach  ■^ii.^j.^.-^i,  -uholg,* 

Ris  an  dubhairt  am  Fear-seallaidh,  "  an  catli  borb," 

Thus'  a  thraigh  a'  ghainmhein  ghil, 

Fo  d'  thonnan  briosgairneacli  gun  smal, 

Chithear  thu  mliaise  nan  Loch, 

Am  màireach  an  caochladh  dreach. 

"  Bithidh  sruthan  fioi"-uisge  Ghart-meadhoin, 

Troimh  'n  -Aird  Chruaidh  'n  a  amar  domhain, 

A'  ruith  o  fhaiche  na  gleaclid, 

A'  taomadh  tuil  chorcuir  a'  t'  uchd, 

So  mar  bhitheas,  is  bàs  no  buaidh  dhiiinn. 

Thàinig  an  t-àm  a  bhi  gluasad." 

Thilg  e  'n  sgiath  air  ciil  a  shlinnein, 

'S  thug  e  aghaidh  ri  Diin-chlamhain  ; 

Tharruinn  e  Corr-lann  Mhic  Mhorachain, 

IVIhic  Alastair  nam  fiadh  Ghleann-dorcha, 

Mhic  Fhraoich  mhòir  Triath  Pholl-niistaig, 

Mhic  Dhòmhnuill  nan  ceann  a  bha  'n  Griiilinn, 

Mhic  Chrosta  nan  ruaig,  Mhic  Achraidh, 

*  The  prophecy  runs  "  Cill-a'-bholg,  Cill-a'-bbol;:,'  far  an  cuirearau 
cath  borb  's  uearaehd  a  bhitheas  an  toiseach  a  ruith  's  a  rath  latha 
catha  Chill-a'-bholg."— R.  B. 
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Mac  Raoiclinean  ruaidh,  Druidli  Ghleann  Màrtain, 
A'  cheud  fhreumh  do  Chlann  Clialum 
Air  an  cualas  iomradh  fhathast. 

Fear  a'  ruitli  le  claidheamh  rùisgte, 

'S  a  sgiath  crioslaicht'  air  a  chùl-thaobh, 

Dli'aithneachadh  na  chitheadli  e  tigliinn, 

Gu'n  robh  sgeul  cogaidh  air  an  t-slighe, 

'S  nach  faigheadh  aon  fhear  'n  a  cliuideaclid, 

Bun  a  sgeòil  gu  ceann  a  thuruis ; 

A  cliùl  ri  tràigh  ach  dùil  ri  tilleadli, 

Thog  Niall  Garbh  ri  Druim-na-Cille, 

Ri  Bun-an-uisge  's  Lag-an-t-suidhe, 

A  stigli  air  criocli  nan  Càrnan-buidhe. 

A'  togail  ri  udidach  a'  Chnocain, 

Tliachair  air  ceannard  le  ochdnar  ; 

Gun  stad  air  ceum,  no  smid  a  labhairt, 

Thug  Niall  garbh  dha  fàilte  claidheimh  ; 

Einn  am  Flath  co-ionnan  ris, 

A'  nochdadh  gu  'n  robh  'ghuidhe  leis. 

Mar  Fhiadh  roimh  thabhanaich  na  faoghaid, 

Nach  feitJieadh  ri  taghadh  rathaid, 

Gheàrr  e'n  Sliabli-mòr  air  a  thrasta, 

Is  Grobas-meadhoin  far  am  I)'  fhaisge 

Troimh  chomhnard  na  Coille-mhiigaich  ; 

Is  Buaile-nam-ban  cha  b'  fhad'  ùin'  ann  ; 

Goirtean-ban  na  h-uchdaich  chais 

A  direadh  cha  b'fhada  leis. 

A  nunn  Druim-dubh  is  Glac-a'-choin 

Is  leitir  uaine  Lcac-nam-ban, 

Bha  'n  Dun  le  riombalan  àrda, 

A  nis  nui  clioinneindi  an  fhir  làidir. 


XA    LOCIILANNAICH    AX    ILE. 

Mil  'n  gann  a  bliuidliinn  e  Dail-Slieuniais, 
Bha  Dòmhmill  Aimlireidh  's  Colla  Gleidhteach, 
A  charaid  earbsach  is  Flicar-brataicli, 
A'  direadh  ri  muUach  na  h-aitreibh ; 
All  uair  a  dh'amhairc  iad  thun  an  islich, 
'S  a  chunnaic  iad  mar  a  chaidh  innscadh, 
An  Garbh  a'  ruith  le  luatli's  Crois-Tàra, 
'S  a  Chòrrlami  'na  laimb  dheis  a'  deàrrsadh  ; 
Chlisg  an  Gleidhteach  's  thug  e  tuisleadh, 
Leum  fhuil  'na  braise  's  dh'at  a  chuislean 
Sgàin  an  crios-claidheimh  's  tlniit  am  breacan, 
Bhrist  teang'  a  bhràist'  is  reiib  a  dheacaid. 

Chaidh  DomlinuU  Ainihreidh  troidh  air  ais, 

'S  a  shùil  mar  phlathadh  nam  Fir-chlis, 

'N  uair  a  chunnaic  e  gu  trie  m'  a  seach, 

An  Gleidhteach  a'  caochladh  dreach, 

An  laoch  a  shineadh  crudha  gearrain, 

'Nuair  a  thigeadh  i  iir  o'n  teallaich ; 

A  thug  na  ceithir  duirn  fhuar', 

A  tarbh  mòr  Aird-iia-h-uamha  ; 

A  thog  clach  neart  Mhic-^NIhath  Clieann-tiu-a  ; 

'S  a  shnàmh  Loch-nam-breac,  'na  airm  's  'n  a  lùirich 

Ceud  churaidh  Eileanan  na  h-Alba, 

Air  a  bhualadh  le  trom  amhladh. 

Cha  d'thubhairt  e  diog  's  an  ;un  a  chualas, 

Ach  "  8iu  duit  toiseach  brigh  mo  bhruadair." 

'N  uair  a  ràinig  an  Garbh  an  Clachan-bràtliach, 
Fhuair  e  gach  cùis  mar  nach  b'àbhaist, 
An  drochaid  dhion  tarruingt'  a  suas, 
'S  a  chlaise  Ian  o  bhruaich  gu  bruaich  ; 
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An  dorus  mòr  fo  chrannan  seisdidh, 

'S  gun  ni  ri  fhaicinn  no  ri  èisdeachd, 

Ach  samhcliair  mliaibh  mar  lorn  sgrios ; 

'rf  gun  duin'  a  mach  sliuas  no  bhos ; 

Gun  tabhann  gadhair,  no  sgal  pioba, 

A  b'àbhaist  fhàilteacliadh  'n  uair  cliit'  e 

A'  tigliinn.     Comli'alt'  a'  cliinn  cliatha 

Làmh  dheas  Mhic  Dhòmhnuill  's  a  ludid  tatliaich, 

A  leine-clmeis  air  ceann  gach  gnothuich, 

Theireadh  na  li-eolaicli  Niall  Garbh  lis, 

'Na  sheaclid  bliadhn'  deug  'n  uair  niharbh  e, 

Nuagan  luor  Mac  Righ  Lochlainn, 

Am  blàr  Mliullach-Fi'aoich  aig  Gart'-a'-Chosan  ; 

'S  an  deireadh  a'  chath  aig  Glaic-a'-Ghrùdair', 

A  dhà  chomh'alta,  Ruais  is  Dudal ; 

Sud  a  chuir  Niall  mar  sliaoil  e'n  gàbliadh, 

^N  uair  a  cliunnaic  e'n  drocliaid  tàrruingte, 

A'  dian  ruith  air  fiaradh  a'  bhruthaich, 

Bhrist  e  mach  am  briathran  tuiridh : — 

^'Glilac  na  Lochlannaich  Poll-nustaig, 

'S  an  oidliche,  gun  chlaidheamh  a  rùsgadli ; 

Chuir  iad  roimli  shoillse  na  maduinn 

Buidheann  thaghte  gu  Diin-chlamhain, 

Tha  Mac  Dhòmhnuill  's  a  chàirdean 

Moirte,  gun  aon  diubh  fhàgail ; 

luchair  lie  an  làmh  ar  nàmhaid ; 

A  chàbhlach  is  annailt  làidir 

Deas  gu  bualadh  air  gach  taobh  dhinn ; 

'S  mo  chomh'alt'  uasal  a'  gheàrr-shaoghail, 

Gun  deò,  's  mis  an  so  gun  bhuidheann, 
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A  thogadh  t'  eii'ic  a  làmli  tlireuu  gun  flioill ; 
Bithidli  mi  leat  fo  ghlais  an  eig  gun  mhoill ; 
Ma's  fear  no  feachd  a  blieir  dliomli  gleaclid  gu  m'uaigh, 
Dioghlaidh  mi  le  m'  fliuil  a  bheatha  thugadh  bh'uait." 

Mar  luatli's  iolair  gu  d'logliladli  Lraid 

An  t-scalgair,  's  e  creachadh  a  nid  ; 

Leum  e  chlaise  fada  thairte, 

Gus  an  do  bhuail  a  bhuinn  an  stairsneacli ; 

Gniomli  nacli  cuala  's  nacli  faca 

Fear  aosda  no  mac  an  treis  òige, 

'San  linn  ud  fo  blirataicli  Mhic  DhòmhnuiU. 

'Nuair  a  dJi'fhosgail  Dòmlinull  Aimhreidh  'n  dorus 

B'e  clieud  fliacal,  "  Brigh  do  thuruis — 

Co  cliuir  ruaig  ort  no  thug  tàir  dliuit  ? 

Ged  is  olc  na  fiachan  's  mios'  am  pàigheadh." 

NiALL. 

'S  miosa  na  h-uilc  nacli  tig  m'  a  seacli, 
An  claidheanih  ri  cloich  's  na  seòid  amach. 

DÒMHXULL. 

Co  iad  ]  an  d'  tliàinig  na  h-Eileanaicli'  gu  'r  bualadh  1 
Na'm  bheil  feaclid  na  Iliit  air  gluasad  Ì 

NiALL. 

Cha'n  iad, 

Ach  niortaira(ni  ruadli  na  reòta, 

A'  d'  clialla  tri  's  tri  fichead  seol  diubh  ; 

'Nan  sreud  co  dlùth  ri  crodh  air  leitir, 

0  'n  Chlachan-donn  gu  ruig  an  Oitir  ; 

'N  uair  a  thug  gach  aon  diubh  'n  saidh  ri  gaoith, 

C'hunnaic  mi  iad  ceart  'san  taobh  rium, 
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A  leiLliid  do  sliluagli  air  uachdar  luingis, 

Cha'  n  fhaca  's  cha'  n  iarr  mi  fliaicinn  tuilleadh ; 

Bheir  iad  coinneamh  deich  mu'n  aon  duinii ; 

01c  no  maith  e,  sin  mo  smaointean. 

Co  luatli  's  a  shin  iad  na  buill  acair, 

Thog  iad  mar  aon  roc  a  chasgraidh, 

Bu  shearLh  i  ach  's  seirbh'  a  h-innseadh, 

Riiinig  a  cliuid  so  dlii  gu  tir  mi. 

So  sinne  's  cha  'n  fhalbh  mar  a  tLhioig, 

Tiiagh,  tuagh; 
Gheibh  sibh  bhur  nòineacli  am  mhiieacli, 

Le  tuagh,  tuagh; 
Buidealaich  dhearg  troimh  gach  tiirdaich, 

Tuagh,  tuagh; 
'S  bhur  mnathau  's  bhur  creach  gu  traigh  leiuu, 

Tuagh,  tuagh. 

Bithidh  sibh  a'  griosadh  's  a'  teicheadh, 

Sgian,  sgian; 
Bheh-  siune  bhuaibh  lugh  nau  easgaid, 

Le  sgian,  sgian; 
Na  thig  dhibh  cha  till  iad  am  feasda, 

Sgian,  sgian ; 
Cha'  n  fhaic  iad  a'  mhaduiuu  's  am  feasgar, 

Sgian,  Sgian; 

Cha  teid  fear  a  dh'  innseadh  sgeùil  dibh, 

Tuagh,  tuagh; 
Cluinnibh  na  fithich  a'  rocail, 

Tuagh,  tuagh; 
Ni  sinne  dhaibh,  cuirm  do'r  s[iòltan, 

Tuagh,  tuagh. 

Tollaidh  sinn  na  gheibh  sinn  beò  dhibh, 

Le  sgian,  sgian ; 
Cha'  n  fhalaich  uamha  no  frog  sibh, 

Sgian,  sgian; 
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So  tlluubh  caismeaclid  uau  sgòman, 

Sgiau,  sgiau; 
Le  diulaichean  crom  nan  ròmhan, 

Sgiau,  sgiau; 

Gbeibh  sibh  so  's  an  còrr  dheth  nihiieacli, 

Le  tuagh, tuagb; 
Ciuu  'ur  maitheau  air  gad  àraieh, 

Le  tuagh,  tuagh: 
Sgairt'  o  fheithean  am  briighad, 

Le  tuagh,  tuagh; 
'S  ga  'n  dathadh  air  teallaichean  nan  ceàrdach, 

Tuagh,  tuagh; 
Ceanu  Mhic  Aoidh  againu  'ga  iomaiu, 

Tuagh,  tuagh; 
'S  gun  fear  beò  's  an  Roiun  d'a  chiuueadh, 

Tuagh,  Tuagh. 

Dòuihnull  Aimhreidh  am  beul  fo  fhraoch, 

Is  each  'nan  sineadh, 
Gheibh  esan  damha-ghriosach  rùstaidh, 

Far  am  bi  e, 
Gaoirgean  eibhlean  dearg 

Is  tachdadh  toite, 
'S  a  rongairean  Ileach  gun  bhuaidh, 

Ruagte,  ropte. 


Note. — The  sense  of  the  above  wild  and  vigorous  lyric,  translated 
by  the  late  Rev.  Thomas  Pattison,  may  be  thus  given  in  English 
The  Norse  invaders,  as  they  drop  anchor  in  the  harbour  of  Loch- 
indaal,  are  supposed  to  sing  as  follows: — 

Here  we  come,  but  we  thus  will  not  leave  you — 

The  axe,  axe; 
To-morrow  will  startle  and  grieve  you 

With  the  axe,  axe. 
A  red  blazing  torch  in  each  dwelling — 

The  axe,  axe; 
Your  goods  plundered,  your  captur'd  wives  yelling — 

The  axe,  axe. 
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Dh'amlmirc  Dòmlmull  Aimhreidh  air  a'  chrann-avm, 

'S  ruaim  gris-dhearg  ballach  geal, 

A'  sgaoileadh  'na  aodann, 

'S  e'  sj)aisdearachd  seòmar  na  conihairle. 

0  'n  stairsnicli  gu  cheann-uaclidrach, 


Fleeing,  and  cursing  and  wailing — 

The  knife,  knife; 
The  pith  of  yonr  knees  shall  be  failing 

For  the  knife,  knife. 
They  who  meet  us  shall  leave  that  place  never — 

The  knife,  knife  ; 
Morn  nor  eve  shall  they  see  then  for  ever— 

The  knife,  knife  ; 
None  shall  live  to  tell  of  the  Reaver 

With  the  axe,  axe. 

But  the  raven  above  shall  be  croaking — 

The  axe,  axe  ; 
And  then  feast  on  their  limbs  till  he's  choking — 

The  axe,  axe. 

You  now  live  who  in  blood  then  ?hall  welter — 

The  knife,  knife  ; 
Cave  or  hole  cannot  hide  you  or  shelter 

From  the  knife,  knife. 
Through  your  throats  one  hoarse  chorus  ascending - 

The  knife,  knife  ; 
In  that  cry  screams  and  groans  shall  keep  Vilending- 

The  knife,  knife. 

All  these  ills  shall  your  great  men  entangle — 

The  axe,  axe  ; 
Ere  their  heads  on  our  gi-een  withes  shall  dangle — 

The  axe,  axe  ; 

The  nerves  of  their  necks  we  will  rend  them 

With  the  axe,  axe  ; 
To  the  anvil*  to  roast  then  we'll  send  them — 

The  axe,  axe. 
The  head  of  Mackay  shall  we  shinty— 

The  axe,  the  axe, 
Down  the  Rhiuns,  where  his  kin  shall  grow  scanty 

With  the  axe,  axe. 

*  Literal!}-,  to  the  fires  of  smithys. 
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Gus  ail  d'  tluduig  an  Gleidhteacli, 

Fear  treuu  nach  do  thionndaidli  a  cliùl, 

An  dian  spòltadli  a'  cliatli, 

'S  nach  facas  a'  bualadli  lu'indiaid  stnoclidte. 

DOMIINULL    AlMHREIDH. 

Fliir  blirataich,  cluinn 
Sgeul  mo  chomh'alta  's  tlioir  comhairle 
D'a  rcir  ;  's  do  bliruadar  a  cliuir  uanihas 
Ort  'ii  uair  a  cliunnaic  tliu  'ii  Garbli. 

An  Gleidhteach. 
'S  cruaidli  a'  clieist  a  cliuir  thu  rium, 
Mo  cliomhairle  cha  dean  i  stath  ; 
'Si  'n  àrfliaich  iuchair  na  ciiis  ; 
Smiiidreadh  chuislean  a'  taoiiiadh 
Tuil  dhearg  na  beatlia, 
]Ma  'n  tillear  do  nàmhaid  : 
'S  airson  mo  bhruadair — 's  furasd  aithris  ; 
So  an  t  oclidamh  latlia — 
'S  clia'n  fbaide  na  sin  uaithe  ; — 
Cliunnaic  mi  bhi  air  Sliabh-a'-cliath, 
An  t-ainm  a  fliuair  sinn  o'n  fhàisneachd, 
Air  Cnoc  eararach,*  Ghart-loisgte, 
Tliàinig  mi  gu  bearradh  a'  bliruthaicli, 
An  sealladh  na  tràigh-bige  ; 
'S  beàrnan  briste  Dhùn-bhoircliill, 
Cliunnaic  mi  fear  'na  sheasamh, 
Fo  Ian  arma  's  e  'g  amharc  an  iar  ; 
Blia  shùil  dearct'  air  an  Loch, 
'S  e  'g  osnaich  mar  neach  am  pMn ; 

*  Eastern, 
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Bha  mòrachd  is  fearalaclid  'na  ghniiis, 

A  bhuail  mi  le  urram, 

Nach  do  mliothaich  mi  roimli  riamh, 

'S  nach  iarruinn  tuilleadh  a  m'fhagail ; 

Bha  mheiid  thar  na  tha  nis  beò, 

'S  cha  mlio  na  f  irinn  a  th'ann  ; 

A  Fhlath  Chlann  Domhnuill, 

'S  tu  is  àird'  a  th'againn,  ach  's  gann 

A  ruigeadh  do  cheann  a  bhràiste  guaille. 

Bha  a  dhreach,  's  a  chruth, 

A'  co-fhreagairt  d'a  ghuth  mòrdha, 

'Nuair  a  sheinn  e'n  Dan  goirid  so  : 

Chi  mi  dreag  o'u  iar  ag  diridh, 
Maiiadh  an  iochd  is  creicli  mliòir, 
Basraich  bròin  is  tòir  is  claidheamh, 
Nan  Geintleach  borb  'g  ar  caitheadh, 
Leis  an  aighear  thu  chreach  mhòr. 

So  bliadhna  phiantach  miann  ar  nàrahaid, 

Tliig  is  fauaidh  tu  clireach  mliòr, 

Gus  am  bi  tiirau  dion  'nan  lasair, 

A  dh'innseas  a'  d'  dhdigh  mar  a  thachair, 

Is  meud  na  chasgair  thu  chreach  mhòr. 

Glacaidh  tu  ar  long-phuirt  fhasgach, 
Ar  sraithean  farsuing  's  a'  Bheinn-mhòir; 
Cha  bhi  ceàrn  againn  nach  sguab  thu, 
Lomaidh  tu  frithean  is  buailtean, 
Sgiùrs'  an  uamhais  thu  chreach  mhòr. 

Tuitidh  ar  gaisgich  ga  d'  chosg  dhinn, 
An  eug-bhoil  dosgain  is  creich  mhòir; 
Bithidh  gul  èigin  anns  gach  dachaidh, 
'S  ochanaich  an  air  air  faichibh, 
Beud  is  aich-bheil  is  creach  mhòr. 
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Glacaidli  tu  àruis  uau  uaisleau, 
'S  bheir  thu  uatli  iad  a  chreach  mhòr; 
Cha  chaomhaiu  thu  aosda  no  òg  dhiubli, 
Marbhaidh  tu  mnathau  is  òigliean, 
'S  fearg  a  dh'òrduich  a'  chreach  mhòr. 

0  Choireadal  geodhach  nan  run, 

Gu  Dìin-bheòlaiu  nan  tonn  mòr, 

Rìiisgeadh  na  GJiidheil  an  claidheamh, 

'S  mar  leòghan  greannaicht'  an  torn  tabhainn, 

Eiribh,  stadaibh  a'  chreach  rohòr. 


Aig  deireadli  nam  briathran  so 

Tliionndaidh  e  aghaidh  riuin  ; 

Cha  bu  tannasg  foilleil, 

An  sealladh  àigli ; 

'S  an  crios  a'  boillsgeadli 

Le  spangan  oir  's  le  neamhnuidean, 

Air  a  bliroilleach  aibhseacli. 

Dhearc  e  orm  le  caoimhneas, 

A  cheangail  ris  mi  mar  gu'ui  l^ithinn 

Ann  am  bannan  iarainn  ; 

Bha  m'  fhuil  ga  m'  thogail, 

A  dhol  g'a  fliàilteachadh  ; 

'Nuair  a  tharruing  e  chlaidheamh, — 

Lann  air  fad  is  leud, 

Nach  'eil  a  leithid  idir  ann, 

'Sa  deàrrsadh  mar  ghatlian  nan  reultan, 

An  oidhche  reota. 

Chuala  mi  guth  air  an  oiteig — 

"A  Mhic  Dhomiixuill," 

'S  bha  e  as  mo  shealladh. 
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DÒMIINULL    AlMHREIDH. 

Cha  l)u  neacli  'sam  bith  a  blia  'n  sin, 
Ach  Fearghas  Mor  Mac  Eirc, 
Da  fhicheadamli  Righ  na  h-Alba, 
A  thug  a  macli  criin  athraichean, 
Mar  a  tha  sinne  cunntas, 
Ann  am  bliadhna  nan  Gràs, 
Ceithir  cheucl  is  ficheacl, 
'S  a  thug  dhuinne  mar  dhilsean, 
Coir  dion  nan  Eileanan, 
O'n  CJiirc  Leògh'saich  mu  thuatli, 
Gus  a'  Choileach  Arannach  mu  dheas ; 
'S  a  ghleidh  sinn  d'a  sliochd  gus  an  diugh. 
A  chomh'aha  a  mach  a    Chrois-Tàra. 

NiALL  Garbh. 
Tha  sin  deante  mo  cheann-feadhna, 
Ged  nach  d'fhuair  mis'  ùin'  ìnnseadh, 
Tha  mhuinntir  dileas  do  Mhac  DhomhnuilL 
'N  uair  a  dhirich  mi  Cnocan-a'-chombaich, 
O'n  àluinn  sealladh  gu  tuath, 
Air  cluaintean  Seann  Aird-Fhinn ; 
Bha  tuil  mu  m'  rosgan, 
Nacli  b'  urrainn  mi  chosg  ; 
'S  ospagaich  chràiteach  a'm'  chliabh, 
Ga  in'  phianadh  gu'n  tugainn  drocli  sgeul, 
No  eigin,  a  chomh'alta,  gu  d'  Thiir  ; 
Gus  an  do  thachair  orm  do  sgiath  làidir, 
Nach  fàihiich  is  deb  'na  chrè, 
Gill'  Leathain  Thorra, 
Is  ochdnar  'na  dhèigh, 
O  Ghleann-Eigeadail,  's  o  Mhachair  nam  bo. 
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Bha  Alastair  clis  Mac-a'-Chombaich, 

Is  sonn  na  Badaig,  Muireach  rùisgte, 

Gu  ruith  shiiiblilach  crois  nan  gùbhadh ; 

Ghabh  an  dithist  an  tràigh, 

Mar  dlia  Ion  a'  toirt  diiblilain 

Do  chii  air  slios  Bheinn-bliàin  ; 

Dh'amhairc  mi  gu  grad  'nan  deigh, 

'S  gun  eang  a'  m'  chreubh  nach  robh  sinte, 

Ged  a  bu  bheag  mo  ghniomli 

An  stri  nan  laoch  ud  ; 

Chum  mi  iad  daonnan  a'm'  shealladh, 

Gus  an  d'  thug  bruachan  Bhail-an-àth 

Muireach  bh'uam,  'san  Cliseach  luath, 

M'  an  cuairt  Càrn-àithne, 

Tha  Chrois  m'an  tràth  so  'n  Tiir  Ghriomsa, 

'S  iir  Riinastaidh  riabhach  an  fhraoich, 

A'  sgaoileadh  na  brataich,  is  Muireach 

'Nam  measg. 

Ax  Gleidhteach. 
Chi  mi  coslas  teaclidaire, 
A  nuas  Srath  Chill- Fhionain  ; 
Tha  dig,  feur-lochan,  is  gàradh, 
Co-ionnan.     Tha  e  dol  tharta, 
Mar  earb  am  boil  teichidli. 

DÒMHXULL    AlMHRKIDH. 

Sin  Domhnull  Fiadh  an  Gleann-an-Leora, 

Gille-ruith  Mhic  Artuir  Phroaig, 

Cha  do  chuir  's  an  linn  so  bhonn  ri  talamh, 

Fear  is  feàrr  ceum  is  anail : 

Fàiltich  e  le  modh  duin'  uasail, 

,S  mor  a  neart,  's  co  mor  a  shr:a'rceas. 
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NiALL    GaRBH. 

Beatha  is  slàinte  do  Laoch  a'  Ghlinne. 

DÒMHNULL    FlADH. 

Fàilte  :  'S  mar  sin  do'n  àrmunn  a  ghuidh  e. 

DOMHNULL    AlMHREIDH. 

'S  deacair  am  brutliacli  a  tlioirt  o  fheidh  Phroaig. 

DOJIHNULI;    FlADH. 

Tha  iad  cleachdte  ris  a'  mhonadh. 
Teachdaireaclid  gu  Mac  Dhòmhnuill. 

DOMHXULL    AlMHREIDH. 

Sin  leis  gacli  urram  do  'n  fliear  a  thug  i. 

DOMHNULL    FlADH. 

An  diugli  an  camlianaich  na  maduinn, 

Dliirich  an  Ceann-tighe  againne, 

Gu  bearradh  Bheinn  Bhiogair,  a  dli'iarraidh 

Sonn  luath  na  frith  fo  chirb  ghlais, 

Ceathacla  a'  cheitein  ag  eiridh, 

Na  filleinean  tiugh'  m'a  stuadhan  fàsail, 

Fo  cliomlidach  maireannach, 

Do  Sliuaicheantas  Mhic  Dhomhnuill. 

'Nuair  a  ruinig  e  Sgàrnach  Mhic  Talla, 

O'  m  bheil  sealladh  an  iar, 

Gu  tir  Eoghain  an  Eirinn, 

Chunnaic  e  cabhhich  lionmhor  Lochlainn 

Air  roinn  Rudlia  na  Lice, 

A'  brosnachadh  ri  graing  nam  fuaradh, 

M'  an  cuairt  air  cladach  na  h-Oa  ; 

Theirinn  e  gu  baile  le  cabhaig, 

'S  ruaim  cosraidh  'na  aodann, 
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Dearg  corcuir,  mire  chath, 

'Nam  plathaidh  'iia  ghruaidhibh  ; 

Thug  c  dhomhs'  a'  Chrois-Tàra, 

Le  òrdugh  a  ruitli 

Gus  am  faighinn  fir  earbsach, 

A  bheireadh  mu  'n  cuairt  i  an  ratlaad  iosal  ; 

'S  'na  dheigh  sin, 

Mi  ghabhail  a'  mlionaidh  is  tigliinn  an  so  ; 

Sin  mo  ghnothuch,  a  Mhic  Dhomlmuill, 

'S  i'  n  eigin  a  cliuir  mi  g'a  innseadh. 

Sith  gu  'n  robh  dhuit  is  buaidh-làrach. 

Ruith  mi  Chrois  o  Pliròaig  gu  Baile-Xeill, 

Far  an  do  thachair  orm 

M'  fhear-cinnidh,  nach  sireadh  cuireadli  gu  d'  sheirbhis, 

Donnacliadh  mòr  Laoirinn  ; 

Bheir  e  i  gun  stad,  gun  fhàilinn, 

Gu  sruthan  Chlachan-an-Tàchair  ; 

Thuirt  e  gu  'n  toir  Muireach-na-Badaig 

M'  an  cuairt  i  o  Ijhaile  gu  baile, 

An  ùine  gheàrr  gu  Dun-Clilamhain. 

DOJIIIXULL    AlMIIREIDn. 

Tha  Muireach  mu'n  am  so  aig  Rudha'-mhàil, 

'S  gun  fios  aigesan  mar  a  tba. 

A  chomh'alta,  gabh  an  t-each  gris-fhicnn, 

'S  le  luath's  a  chas, 

Cuir  stad  air  Donnachadh,  an  curaidli  gun  fhoill  ; 

Cha  mhoill  a  ni  e  ach  cruaidh  reis  ; 

'S  brònach  ma  gheibh  e  beud, 

A'  ruith  astar  a  ghabhadh  triììir, 

Co  maith  's  a  dhùraicht'  a  bhi  ann. 
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NlALL    GaRBH. 

Tha  e  nall  leitir  Dhruim-duibh, 
'S  e  ruith  air  Easga-na-h-èigin. 

DOMIINULL    AlMIIREIDII. 

An  aiiim  Cumhachd  nam  Feartan 

Cuir  stad  air.     Tha  'n  duine  an  geall  a  bheatha, 

'S  nach  aithne  dha  'm  Poll  toirmisgte. 

NiALL  Garbii. 
Thèid  e  m'  an  cuaii^t  'nuair  a  chi  e 
Dig  an  aigein  dhuibh. 

DOMHNULL    AlMIIREIDH. 

Cha  tèid.     Leanaidh  e  'n  ceum  direach; 

'S  ma  thuiteas  e  's  a'  chlaise  dliomhain, 

Cha  'n  èirich  an  t-àrmunn  ni  's  mò. 

E  'n  smiiidreach  teas, 

Gearraidh  an  t-uisg'  anail  cho  grad, 

'S  a  bliàthadh  srad  an  claise  an  Dùin. 

'N  uair  ràinig  Donnachadli  Càrn-an-rabhaidh, 

Thuig  e  cliunnart.     Air  loniaire  na  Rùid, 

'S  an  dig  dliubh  leathann  mu  choinneamh, 

Mar  a  theirte,  gun  ghruund, — 

Cha  b'  obair  sunnt  dol  thar  a  leòid ; 

Anail  'n  a  ceò  m'a  aodann,  's  e  dubh  le  fallas; 

Ach  fathast  gun  a  cheum  air  lagadh; 

Mar  chabrach  dian  a'  chreachain, 

Nach  stad  £o  mheachain  neacli  no  ni, 

E.uith  e  troimh  'n  lomaire  rèidh, 

'S  leum  e  'n  dig  o  bhruaich  gu  bruaich, 

Gun  choslas  gu  'm  b'  uallach  air  an  gniomh. 
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DoMiiNUi.L  AiMiiREiDii,  ('y  a  choinneachadli.) 
'S  mor  ua  rinn  tliu      Clia  'n  Easg-iiali-èigin  duits  i, 
Gcd  a  fhuair  i  'ii  t-aium  o  sliean; 
B'aiumic  fear,  nia  bha  c  idir  aim, 
Nach  I'achadli  gu  ceanii, 
Ged  bhitlieadh  an  tòir  'nadheigli. 

DONXACHADH. 

Slàiute  is  buaidli  do  Mhac  Dhoninnuill. 

DOMIINULL    AlMIIRElDIl. 

Ruith  thu  i  laoich  na  tri  astair, 

'S  mor  m'  eagal  gur  beam  e  'n  Clann  Artuir. 

DONXACIIADII. 

Aig  do  sheirbhis  a  Clieann  Catli  nan  Eilcanan, 
Gach  fear  dhiubh  is  fhiach  an  t-ainni, 
'S  clia  tairg  iad  duit  ach  seirc  is  firinn. 

ISTiALL  Garbh. 
A  ]\Iliic  Dliùmhnuill,  gu  de  ma  thig 
Na  nàimbdean  air  tir  an  nochd, 
'S  gun  sinne  cruinn  's  na  suinn  sgaoilte  ì 
Nach  feuinail  comhaii-le? 

An    GLEIDIITEACn. 

Chi  mi  fear  air  each  mar  chobhar  an  t-sruth, 

A'  ruith  air  uchdach  Chàrn-Aonghais, 

A  nail  Cnoc  Ronamail.     Tha  steud  chòlìli'rach 

Nam  bras  shùrdag,  a'  toirt  dùbhlain 

Do  easg  is  do  bhruaich;  tha  luath's 

Mar  iolar  Sgorr-nam-Faolan ; 

Co  shaoilear  is  e  marcaich'  iondan. 
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DOMHXULL    AlMHREIDH. 

Sin  Donnachadh-nan-arni, 
Le  fios  o  Ghill'-Leathain  Thorra, 
Fear  toileach  treun  as  bàsmhor  beixm, 
An  deannal  nam  faobhar. 

DONNACHADII-XAN-ARM. 

A  cheannard  Chlann  Dòmlinuill, 

Sgeul  o  Ghill'-Leathain  Thorra,  'g  innseadh  dhuit 

Gu'ni  bheil  a'  Chrois-Tàra  nis  le  ochdnar  thaghte, 

0  Mliaol  na  h-Oa  gu  Tràigh  Chliabhain  Riinastaidh, 

'S  o  Chnocan-a'-chombaich  gu  Dùn-bheòlain, 

'S  o  Shannaig  gu  Dùn-dheirgeadail, 

Air  slios  nan  tonn  is  truime  fuaim, 

O'n  gluais  Mac-Aoidh  is  fheaclid, 

Gus  a  ghleachd  nach  seachainn  iad  uair. 

Tha  seisear  thaght'  eile  air  freiceadan, 

Eadar  Bun-an-uisge  's  an  Goirtean-bàn, 

Ma  'n  tig  an  nàmhaid  fuileach  air  tir, 

Le  foill,  gun  fhios,  cùis  a  bu  mhiosa 

Dhuinn  gu  leir  na  coinneamh  nan  creuchd 

Air  tràigh, 

Fhuair  na  gillean  a  dh'fhalbli  an  iar, 

Ordugh  dian  le  mionnan  claidheimh, 

Innseadh  o  Mhac-Dhòmhnuill, 

Na  h-aosmhoir,  mnathan  is  clann, 

An  crodh  's  gach  creutair, 

Air  fad  Oisinnis  's  na  E-anna, 

O  Bhealach-dearg  gu  Port-ndieala, 

'S  o  Shannaig  gu  Port-TJig, 

A  blii  'm  Beinn  Bunastaidh  an  nochd  ; 
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'S  an  Oa  air  an  doigh  a  chualas, 

A  ghluasad  do'n  Bheinn-mhoir  ; 

'S  gach  fear  a  tliàrr'n'eas  claidheamh, 

An  ceithir  cheàrnan  He,  a  blii  cruinn, 

Am  fàire  na  maduinn  air  Sliabh-a'-cliath ; 

'S  na  niaithean  a  ghreasad  gu  Dun-clilamhain, 

Gu  conihairle  cogaidh  ; 

'S  bitliidh  Gill'-Leathain  an  so  'san  fheasgar. 

Buaidh  am  feasda  le  Flath  nan  Tleach. 


DlIÒJIIINULL    AniIIREIDII. 

A  Leathanaicli  na  misniche  moire, 

Dbruid  thu'  n  diugli  dorus, 

Nach  fosgail  Lochlann  gun  chruaidh  spairn. 

Biodh  seòmar  na  Comhairle  reidh, 

Chi  mi  na  h-uaislean  a'  tighinn, 

A  cliòig  nach  tillear  gun  bhuaidh, 

Xo  uaigh  air  faiche  na  deuchainn. 

Chi  mi  Mac  Aoidli  na  Ranna, 

'S  nàmhaid  nan  Gall,  Gill'-Leathain 

Thorra  nan  allt, 

'S  Mac  Artuir  Phròaig  nan  iiigean  sàile, 

Mac  Dhiarmaid  Rimastaidh, 

Carragh  làidir  nach  d'  fhàilnich  riamh, 

'S  Cailein  nan  sgiath  leathan,  Flath  na  h-Oa, 

A  thig  le  chomhlain  mar  a  b'àbhaist. 


DÒMIIXULL    AlMIIREIDH. 

A  Mhaithean,  's  duilich  leam  gu  fior 
Na  dh'innseadh  an  diiigh,  's  mar  a  tha. 
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Tha  na  buirb  ud  dluth  dliuinn, 

Mo  luchd  ruin.     Cluinneam  bhur  barail, 

C'àit  an  tachair  sinn  am  màireach, 

Air  na  biothanaicli  dhàna  gun  iochd; 

'S  CO  feumail  gliocas  ri  treise  làmh. 

A  Mhic  Aoidh,  's  tu  is  sinne  tha  dhinn ; 

Do  bharail  le  urram  aois, 

^S  aobhar  taing  dhuinn  tliu  'nar  measij. 


ORAID    MHIC    AOIDH. 

Cha  tig  na  buirb  air  tir  am  màireacli  ; 

Clia  b'  e'n  àbhaist  e,  's  cuimhne  leanisa. 

Tha  mi  nis  ceithir  fichead  bliadhna  's  a  h-aon, 

Maduinn  Di-h-aoine  na  Ceusda  ; 

Cha  tog  mi  làmh  threun  ni  's  mo 

An  comhrag  air  faiche  na  gleachd, — 

Mar  a  chleachd  Clann  Drimlinuill, 

'S  na  seòid  a  sgiùrs  gu  cladach, 

Cath-bhuidhnean  lionmhor  nan  Geintleach, 

Latha  Ghleann-Oiseamail, 

'S  na  còig  uairean  eile, 

A  chunnaic  mis'  iad  a'  teicheadli  gu'n  cabhlach, 

Gun  bhrataich,  gun  cheannard,  gun  dochas,  gun  chliii 

'S  firun  dùil  ri  la  eil'  fhaicinn. 


A  Mhic  Dhòmhnuill  's  a  dhaoin'  uaisle  ; 
Thug  an  t-àrmunn  so'  th'  air  mo  laimh  dheis, 
JVIac-Ill'-Leathain    Thora,    niise    feadh     lochdar    Ghart- 
meadhoin, 
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Faicheacliaii  leatliann  le 'n  còmhdacli  lusrach, 

'S  Torr-a'-Bliriuthainn  os  an  ceann  mar  cliaisteal  d'lon, 

Ag  innseadli  gu  'm  faigh  sinn  buaidh. 

Ma  chi  sibbse,  a  mhaithcan, 

An  cothrom  a  tli'againn  's  an  ait'  ud  ; 

Cliunnaic  mi  gu  'm  bheil  a'  choille  bbeithe  tiugh, 

An  taobh  an  ear  do  Mhullach-a'-mhòid  ; 

Gearraidh  sibb  dig  dhombain  ri  oir  na  coille, 

A  ruiglieacbd  o  bbruaicb  gleann  Ghart-meadboin, 

Gu  Mainnir  Mbic-a'-Cbruiteir, 

Aig  taobli  deas  na  Claiginn. 

Cuiridb  sibb  callaid  bddir  aig  a  cùl, 

Air  a  figbeadh  le  barrach  Doire  Tborr-Seangan ; 

Cuiridb  sibb  na  Leatbanaicb  a's  Clann  Artuir 

Aig  ciil  na  callaid  a'  ruiglieacbd  gu  Mòine-na-Càrnanaich, 

Le  a  feur-lochain  dbombain, 

A  dhionas  a'  bhuidbeann  so  air  an  làimh  dbeis, 

A  db'ain'eoin  fuil  Locblann. 

Luidbidb  gaisgicb  an  fbeilidb, 

Anns  a'  choill'  aig  ciil  na  dig, 

O  cbeann  tnatb  callaid  nan  each  gu  bruach  a'  Gblinne  ; 

Cuiridb  sibb  buidbeann  eile  ann  am  brutbach  Nèill, 

Fo  sgolban  geugacb  na  creige  moire, 

Air  taobb  tuatb  a'  gblinne  air  crioch  Gbart-loisgte. 

Fàgaidb  sibb  an  Gleann  fosgailte, 

Gun  ni  no  neacb  ri  fliaicinn  's  a'  cbeart  am  ; 

'S  cha  'n  'eil  e  duilicb  iadsan  a  cbur 

Ann  an  rib'  am  bàis  ann. 

Cbunnaic  mi  gu  'm  bheil  preasan  tiugh, 

A  SÌOS  fo  tbigbean  Gbai't-loisgte  gu  taoljb  an  uillt, 

Cuiridb  sibb  an  Dubh-beag  Mac-a'-ciirogaix, 

'S  muinntir  Olastaidb,  Thormastaidb,  's  na  Losaid, 
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Na  fir-bhoglia  is  feàrr  is  aitline  dhomhsa, 
'Nan  luitlhe  amis  na  preasan  ud. 

Gabhaidh  sil^h  cait  mharl)h  is  cuii'idli  siljli 

Aon  an  sud  's  an  so  dhiubli  o  Pholl-gorni, 

A  nios  an  Aird-Chruaidh  ; 

Cha-n  'eil  ni  air  thalamli  a  thogas  fearg 

Nan  Geintleach  fuileach  ud  co  mor  ri  cait  mliarbli ; 

Tha  na  cinnicli  bhorb  ud  ga  'n  cunntas  coisrigte. 

Cuiridh  sibli  an  taobh  so  do  'n  Aird-chruaidh, 

Fitheacli  'na  dhà  spol  aii*  bior  fada, 

An  tàir  is  mo  is  urrainnear  a  thoirt  do  Locblannaich ; 

Bithidh  Bratach  Mhic  Dhòmhnuill  sgaoilt', 

Air  Torr-a'-Bhriuthain,  mar  gu  'm  b'  ann 

A'  toirt  diibhlain  daibh  tighinn  a  dliiogbkdh  an  lodhal 
neo-ghlan, 

'S  am  bratach  mhorta.     Air  na  h-aol)liair  a  tliuirt  mi, 

Cha  chum  eagal  bàis  no  gealladh  beatha  air  an  ais  iad  ; 

Theid  iad  ann  an  i-ibe.     'S  ma  theid  iadsan  as  dh'fhalbh 

sinne. 
Co  luath  "s  a  thig  iad  an  taobh  so  do  Lochan 
Na  h-Airde-cruaidhe,  buailidh  an  Dubh-beag  orra, 
Leis  na  saighdean.     Teichidh  e  troimh  'n  ghleann, 
Leanaidh  iad  cuideachd  an  Dubh-bhig  ;  's  an  uair 
A  sheideas  Mac  Dhùmhnuill  an  diidach  thig  buidheann, 
Na  creige  moir  air  an  ciil.     Anns  a'  cheart  am, 
Cuiridh  sibh  cuideachd  do  hichd  nan  sleaghan, 
Co  maith  's  th'  agaibh  anns  a'  choille  'm  beul  Ghleann-airc, 
Airson  bualadh  orra  anns  a'  chunglach  air  an  taobh  an  ear, 
'S  e'n  t-aobhar  a  th'agamsa  am  brosnachadh, 
Airson  seasamh  ruinn  aig  Torr-a'-Bhi'iuthain, 
Ma  ghabhas  iad  aon  chuid  an  grunnd  fosgailte, 
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A  nios  GroLus,  no  air  an  taobli  eilo  Gartachosun, 

Cha'n  urrainn  sinn  ceann  a  thoirt  daibli, 

'S  iacl  deich  m'  an  aon,  gun  sgrios 

Dluiinn  ft'in  a'  cheud  latlia  : 

Sin  a  Mliic  Dhòmhnuill  's  a  Dhaoine  Uaisle  mo  Ijliarailsa. 

DOMHNULL    AlMHREIDH. 

"  Beannachd  air  làmh  an  Laoich, 

Is  minic  a  dh'fliuasgail  càs, 

Is  mur  bitheadh  an  aois  cliuibhreachadh  tu  'm  bas." 

Na  maitliean  le  aon  gliuth, 

"  Cha'n  'eil  dòigh  eil'  air.     Feumaidh  sinn  seasamli 

No  tuiteam  far  an  dubhairt  Mac  Aoidli, 

Am  broilleach  a  dliaoine  gacli  fear." 

Am  fàire  na  maduinn,  's  DòmlmuU  xVimhreidh 

'S  Niall  Garbli  air  min  fhraoch  diiblilaidli 

Shliabh-a'-cliath,  an  sgarthanaicli  an  duibhre  's  na  greine, 

Cliual  iad  piob  Chlami  Aoidli 

A  nios  Creagan-a'-chath  a'  seimi  porL  caisimeachd 

Mar  a  leanas : 

Tba  an  nkmliaid  a'  tighiiin  air  an  tiiiigh  's  e'  ga'r  sireadh, 
Thug  e  tiiir  dhuiun  mar  Fhine*  's  clia  tig  siun  gun  èiric, 
Tha  iad  mil'  thar  a  chiad  diuu,  leis  gach  cothrom  is  miann  leo, 
Muir  is  tir  mar  an  iarrtas,  maduinn  ghrianach  is  rèidhlein. 

Cladach  cùmbnard  uach  falaich  uath  ar  n-àireamh  's  sinn  annamh, 
Chi  iad  cunntas  na  tli'againn  's  blieir  iad  barail  gu'n  gt^ill  sinn  ; 
Cba  bu  bbòsd  as  a  bbarracbd  a  gbleidh  an  coir  do  na  Rannaich. 
Ach    buaidh    sròil     agus    claidheimh    a'    toii-t    a   db'aiu'eoin    na 
db'fheumadb. 

Tba  na  coimbicb  an  stàilinn  's  fad'  a  cbitbear  an  dehrsadb, 

Boillsgeadb  cblogad  is  mbtiille  teacbd  air  fàire  na  greine, 

'S  ann  tb'againn  mar  abbaist  a  bbi  lòisgadb  nan  gairdean, 

O'u  d'fbuair  Clann-Aoidb  an  lamb  laidir  a  nuas  o  liiitbean  na  Feme. 

*  Ceann  Mhic  Aoidb  againn  'ga  iomain,  &c. 


30  NA   LOCHLANNAICH    AN    ILE. 

Cha  cliluinn  na   h-Eileanaicli    thuatliach    is    Tìr-mòr    dhruideadb 

uainn  i, 
Le  cearcal  fairge  m'an  cuairfc  duiim  nach  brist  cruadail  no  ^igin, 
Bithidh  so  seachad  ma'n  iunsear  do  laoich  Dhiura  's  Chinntire, 
Gun  do  ghl<5idh  sinn  ar  dileab  far  nach  lionar  deoch-rèite. 

An  lh,mh  làidir  gu  bualadh,  cinn  tri  tuii-c  is  ceann  ruadh  bhuic,* 
Kiochdan  gairg'  agus  luath  's  a  thoill,  a  fhuair,  is  a  ghl^idh  sinn, 
A  clieann  catha  nan  Ileacli  tha  sinn  fathast  duit  dileas, 
'S  ged  a  sgathar  gu  tri  sinn,  cha  striochd  sinn  na  dhèigh  sud. 

Fàgaidh  sin  a  nis  na  h-Ilicli, 
A'  dionachadh  Tullach-a'-M  hoid, 
Far  an  do  shònraich  Mac  Aoidh, 
Na  daoin'  a  tharruing  an  òrdugh. 

Maduinn  Di-ciadain  'nuair  a  slioillsich 

A'  ghrian  o  cheann  Mliic-Artuir, 

Thàinig  Dbmhnull  Fiadh, 

''Na  dhian  ruith  o'n  tràigli, 

Ag  innseadh  gu'n  robh  na  naimhdean, 

A'  togail  ris  an  Aird-chruaidh, 

Le  nuallanaich  muirt,  's  na  cait 

Air  barraibh  sleaghan  na  sreath  thoisich. 

Mac  AoiDir. 
Tha  iad  againn  a  Mhic  DhùmhnuiU, 
Mar  is  deòin  leinn,  an  rib'  a'  bliàis. 

Mac  Diiomiinuill. 
Air  ni'  iarrtas', 

A  laoich  aosda,  falbh  gu  Dun-chlamhain, 
'S  fan  à  cunnairt ;  gu  de  thig  ruinne, 
Ma  gheibh  thu  leon. 

*  The  coat  of  arms  of  the  M'Kays. 
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Mac  Aoidii. 
Clia  teid,  clia  teid,  mo  cheann-feaclhna, 
Tliigoadh  an  t-aog  tha  misc  deas. 
Orduieh  mi  gu  m'  àite, 
Mar  a  b'  àbhaist  do  d'  athair  treun. 
Tha  sinn  'san  streup  giall  ri  giall. 
'S  doisneach  sgiamhail  nam  borb  ud, 
Rinn  an  Dubli-beag  a  ghnothucb, 
Tha  e  tighinn  's  na  deamhain  'n  a  dhcigh. 

Bhuail  cath-bhuidhnean  lionmhor  nan  Gall, 

Le  gàir  bàis,  a  dh'ionnsaidh 

Nan  Gàidheal,  ga'm  freagaii't 

Le  beuc  an  Leùghain. 

Suaithcheantas  mordha  na  h-Alba, 

Claidh'ean  liomhaidh  ga'm  bualadh, 

Sgreadail  f uaim  nam  faobhar, 

A'  sgathadh  le  treine  nam  Fineachan 

Si'eathan  tiugh  nan  cinneach  borb 

An  colg  fola,  's  iad  a'  taomadh 

An  aodann  nan  laocli  Ileach, 

'S  a'  lionadh  gach  bealach  mar  a  thuiteadh, 

Gus  an  robh  sreath  nam  breacan, 

0  cheann  gu  ceann  an  dearg  thuil, 

'S  gach  aon  a'  muineal  a  nàmhaid, 

An  spairneachd  "  bas  no  buaidh," 

Facal  cruadail  suinn  na  Gàilig  ; 

Fras  chalgach  o  bhoghachan  nan  Gall, 

A'  cur  dubhar  os  ceann 

Laoicli  Mhic  Dhòmhnuill,  a'  còmhrag 

Gun  troidh  a  chall.      'Xuair  a  dhùblaich 

Na  naimhdean  o  dlieas  gu  cli 
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An  àireamli,  a  thoirt  amach 

Làracli  nam  fear  a  Llia  nis 

An  teas  a'  chath  gun  atliaclh  roimh  àireamh, 

Nan  sgaothan  bàs-mhor  a  bluiail 

Air  reidhlein  na  Claiginn 

A  thionndadh  làmh  chlì  nan  Ileacli, 

Far  an  robh  Clann-Illeathain, 

'S  Clann  Artuir  's  a  ghreim  a  bii  chruaidhe 

Air  cruadh'lacli  còmhnard ; 

'S  tri  fichead  each  le  Raonal  Chonasairidli, 

A  ghleachd  gus  an  robh  na  naimhdean  'nan  tòrr 

Air  fad  na  callaid,  o  bhrataichean 

Na  da  Fhine  air  an  lombair  gu  Moine-nan-carnanaich. 

'Nan  seasamh  mar  dhà  threud  bheag, 

'S  na  Geintlich  'nan  torannan  marbh 

Mu'n  cuairt,  'nuair  a  chualas  roc 

An  air,  is  iad  a'  tigninn  'nan  da  bhuidheann, 

Tri  fichead  air  doimhnead, 

Thog  na  Leathanaich  an  guth, 

Le  Facal  conihraig  na  Fine  "  Seasaidh,  seasaidh," 

'S  Clann  Artuir  ga  'm  freagairt  "  Proaig,  Pròaig." 

Mac  Aoidh  ri  Mac  Dhomhnuill  : 
"  Tha  mi  cluinntinn  suinn  Ghill'-Leathain, 
'S  Clann  Artuir  le  slugan  dion  brataich, 
An  gàbhadh.     Tàrr'n'aibh  o'n  mheadhon 
Gu  luath,  ma'n  toir  iad  uainn  an  làmh  chlì, 
Bithidh  an  stri  nis  aig  a  h-àirde." 

Chaidh  na  còig  maithean  Ileach, 
Gach  fear  air  làmh  dheas  a  mhuinntir, 
A  choinneachadh  Lochlann  : 
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Searbli  do'u  cliomhstri, 

Aig  CÙ1  ton-  nan  caochau  dearg, 

O  lotau  domliain  airm  Chlanii  Dninlniuill, 

An  diiiseal  na  connspaid, 

Fo  Bliratach  an  Fhraoich, 

Gus  an  robh  an  claidheanan  tiugli, 

Le  f uil  is  le  dualan  fiiilt ; 

Smuais  is  eanachainean  nan  coimheacli, 

An  ceann  feadhna  òg  dà  bhliadlin'  thar  fhichead, 

Spuacte  le  fuil  gu  beoil  nan  osan ; 

'S  boltrach  smùid  anail  nan  leònta, 

'S  nan  lochan  dearg  air  fad  sreatli  a'  cliòmhraig 

A'  dalladh  nam  fear  feachd, 

An  uair  a  tharruing  na  Lochlannaicli, 

An  uile  neart  gus  an  roidhlein, 

Mar  a  chualas. 

Le  aon  oidhirp  bliàsmhoir  far  an  d'fhàg 

lad  am  l)eatha  'sam  feòil. 

'Kuair  a  tharruing  iad  an  òrdugh, 

Thuirt  BoLLSADH  mòr  Mac  Mhugrain, 

E,is  na  daoine  bu  treise  'san  flieaclid, 

"  Gal;haibh  beaclid  air  an  raon  ud  thall, 

Fhaic  sibh  a'  Bliratach  leathann  dubh  ud, 

'S  dealljh  an  t-saoghail  le  or  'na  meadhon. 

8ud  agaibli  siiil  an  deamhain 

Is  sine  an  Albainn.     Sud  a'  chalg  stàilinn, 

M'an  cuairt  d'i.     Sud  Bratach  Chlann  Artuir. 

Tha  mis'  is  Ruagal  Mac  Usbraig,  Raosbunn, 

Is  Grasdal  mor,  fo  bhòid  gun  tilleadh, 

Is  i  'n  ar  dèigh.     Mile  bonn  òir, 

Do  na  h-uile  laoch  a  bhuaileas  a  chlaidheamh  innte  ; 
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Gus  an  glacar  DuMi-na-siorr'achd, 
Cha'n  fhaigli  sinne  clos  'san  tir  so." 

Bhuail  a'  chath-Lliuidhinn  dhoniliain 

Am  builsgcan  sreathan  nam  Breacan  ; 

Dh'eirich  gàir  o  slilòigh  nan  Gall. 

'S  cha  bu  ghuth  fann,  guth  clann  nan  Giiidheal 

Fhreagair  bunait  na  creige  moire, 

Do  bheuc  Leogbanta  nam  Fineachan, 

'iN'uair  a  dlu'uid  sreath  thana 

Bratach  an  Fhraoich, 

Ri  aodann  sloigli  nam  borb, 

An  stoirm  bhàsmbor  catlia  ; 

Gun  athadli  gun  mhatliadli, 

Sheas  gacli  taobli, 

An  àite  nam  bonn, 

Far  nach  liibadh  iad  beo  ; 

'S  ceo  o  lotan  mar  dheatach  ; 

Marcach  sine  a'  direadh 

O'  n  lài'aich  dlieirg  ; 

Mar  dh'fhosgail  na  h-Ilich 

Bealach,  a  gearradh  mar  chuilc  sheargta, 

Sleaghan  nan  Cinneach  gnu. 

An  teas  a'  chasgraidli, 

Bhuail  BoUsadh  mùr, 

Leis  a'  bhuidheann 

A  bu  treise  'm  feachd  Lochlann, 

Am  broilleach  Chlann  Artuir, 

A  ghlacadh  na  Brataich, 

Mar  a  gheall  e. 

Dh'eirich  iolach  chath  nan  Gàidheal, 

'Nuair  a  dhlùthaich 
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An  còig  Briitaichcan  taobh  ri  taobli, 

A'  sgoltadh  na  gaoith, 

Is  broillicli  thiugli  Mac  gach  Fine, 

'Nan  Sreathan  dion, 

Air  gach  lainih  dhiubh. 

An  spàii-neachd  fhuileach 

Greim  bus  nan  treubh, 

Thuit  Clann  Artuir 

Ach  tri  ficliead,  's  am  fear  brataich, 

Donnachadh  Mòr  Laoi'ain ; 

Fo  'n  chrann  righinn  do  cliaoran  allt  Tlion 

'Na  laimh  dheis  sheas  e, 

An  toiseach  a  chorr, 

Gus  an  d"  thàinig 

Na  còig  Righdirean  Lochlannach 

;Mar  fhad  claidheimh, 

Do  'n  t-sròl  choisrigte. 

Thachair  Gill'-Leathain  Thonvi 

'S  Grasdal  mùr ; 

Niall  Garbh  is  Raosbunn 

Nach  d'  aom  riamh  ; 

Dòmhnull  fiadh  is  Ruasgal  gnu  ; 

Triùir  ri  triùir, 

A  chrùn  am  blàr  ; 

'S  bheir  am  Bard 

Na  fhuair  e  dliuit. 

Thuit  Raosbunn  fo  lann  Nèill  Ghairbh, 

'S  chuir  Gill'-Leathain  Thorra 

G'a  uaigh  Grasdal, 

'S  bha  Ruasgal  gun  anai!, 

'S  am  fiadh  catharra  buadhach; 
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Bha  Bollsadh  le  dhà  chomli'alta  dheug, 

'S  an  teug-bhoil  m'aii  cuairt  do'n  fheai-  bhrataich, 

Donnacliadh  neartnihor, 

Mac  Gureim  Cruaidh  o  Laorain, 

'S  caoirean  dearg  m'an  cuairt  da. 

'Nuair  a  bhuail  Gill'-Leathain  Thorra, 

Fracal  Dubh  Mac  Righ  Lochlann, 

Air  an  uclid-eideadh, 

Cliaidh  lann  an  Ilich  troimh'n  Hiirich 

Amach  air  cùl  an  Duibh, 

Gus  an  do  bhuail  i  crann  iarainn 

Bratach  mliòr  Lochlann, 

'S  an  corp  'na  dhà  leth  aig  a  bonn ; 

'S  lann  an  Leathanaich  threin, 

'Na  mirean  air  an  fheur. 

Ghlac  Mac  Ill'-Leathain  an  crann  iarainn, 

'S  le  neart  Fiannaich  mar  a  dhearbte, 

Spion  e  i  a  glacaibh  a'  Ghoill, 

'S  bhuail  e  Bollsadh  air  a  chlogad ; 

Chaidh  a'  cheann-bheart,  an  claigeann  's  an  t-eanachain, 

'Nan  spreadan  dearg  gliongrach 

An  aodann  Nuarain  ceannard  an  fheachd, 

'S  e  gleachd  mar  Thorc  nimh  an  fhàsaich. 

Thog  na  coimhich  eigh  a  bhàis, 

'S  thug  iad  an  cùl  ri  Gàidheil  He ; 

Ghlaoidh  Donnachadh-nan-arni,  "ruaig  orr'  ! !  !  " 

Cha  chuala  mi  tuilleadh 

Is  stad  mo  sgeul. 

The  "  Lochlanniiich  an  He"  was  left  in  two  forms  by  the  Bard,— he 
published  it  in  1865  in  a  small  volume  printed  by  William  Gilchrist, 
Howard  Street,  Glasgow,  and  left  also  a  MS.  copy.  The  MS.  and 
printed  edition  differ  considerably,  but  as  the  MS.  bears  internal 
evidence  (jf  being  older  than  the  printed  edition,  it  is  assumed  that 
the  printed  text  was  the  form  in  which  the  Bard  wished  it  to  be  given 
to  the  world,  and  it  is  consequently  followed  in  the  present  issue. — R.B. 
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CATH    MONADH    BHRACA 

KAUAll   NA 

GAIDHEIL  ALBAXNACH  AGUS  FEACHD  NA  ROIMH. 
ANNS   a'    BIILIADIIN'    S-'i. 


Poet  Las  taken  for  his  subject  here,  the  famous  battle  of  "Mous 
Grampiiis"  which  Tacitus  describes  with  such  graphic  minute- 
ness. He  represents  Galgacus  the  King  of  the  Caledonians,  as 
holding  a  soliloquy  in  the  dead  of  night,  whilst  his  army  lay 
asleep  around  him.  The  King  deplores  the  sad  desolation  that 
the  Romans  have  made  in  the  southern  portions  of  his  country. 
He  then  returns  to  rest,  falls  asleep  and  has  a  dream.  He  wakes 
xip,  calls  his  servants  and  marches  at  break  of  day  to  seek  the 
enemy.  Thej'  meet,  a  bloody  battle  is  fought,  until  night  puts 
an  end  to  the  strife,  victory  being  on  neither  side. — R.  B. 


'N  uair  a  sgaoil  na  speuraii,  doilleir  neoil, 

M'an  cuairt ; 
Luidh  an  slògh,  air  loin  an  raoin, 

'Nan  suain, 
Air  min-fheur,  tobnaiu  choillteach, 

Choir  an  uchd  ; 
'S  na  freiceadain  air  letli  gacli  taobh, 

A'  dion  an  fheachd. 
Dh'eirich  an  Righ,*  le  iomgain  ghfur, 

O'n  torran  ghlas  ; 
Am  braiglie  ghlinn,  aig  bun  nan  stuadli, 

Fo'n  d'iarr  e  fois  ; 
Ghluais  e  gu  foil,  air  l)ruachan 

Reidh  an  uillt, 
A'  cnuasaciid,  diiibhail  euceart  àr 

Nan  oillt, 

*  Galgacus. 
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A  l)lia  casadh  ris,  air  tir 

'S  air  niuir  ; 
Is  uilieoraich  e  mar  so,  air 

Teinn  a  clior : 
Ainnearc,  foirgneadh,  leir-sgrios, 

Eug,  is  creach, 
A'  teaclid,  gun  stad  'gar  claoidh,  's  cha'n  ann 

M'a  seach  ; 
Se  bliadhn',  tha  armailfc  fhiat 

A'  nàmli ; 
A'  slad,  mo  rlgli'chd,  's  gun  diiil  ri 

Crioch,  no  tàmh. 
O  cliasgradh  claidheamh,  fòirneart, 

Teine,  's  mort. 
Tha  miltean  marbli,  's  na  dli'fhuirich  heh — 

A'  dion  mo  cheart ; 
An  iarr  mi  sith,  's  an  toir  mi 

Albainn  bh'uam, 
Mo  Chrùn,  's  mo  ghaisreadli  àrd,  le'n 

Trice  buadh, 
Na  aon  fheachd,  fo  bhi'ataich  Righ, 

Tha  beo  : 
'S  an  earlis'  mar  bha,  nach  geiU  mi  cliaoidh, 

Gun  tuiteam  leo. 
Thug  an  nàmhaid,  fuileach,  taisg  ar 

Biotailt  bh'uainn ; 
A  mhagh  tliir  thorach,  bladh  ar  fuinn, 

Is  cal'  a'  chuain  ; 
Ghlac  a  phlod,  gach  òb,  is  caolas, 

Uig,  is  loch, 
'Sa  tha  armailt  leamh,  nan  sgaoth, 

Gach  taobh  amach. 
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Ar  sraitht'an  tiorail  creacht',  is  l)eul 

Gacli  glinn, 
Fo  dieannsal,  liliuidliuean  l.orli,  a'  toirt 

Xan  garLh-crioch  dhinn. 
All  ciiau  gun  clioann,  ri'r  ciil  is 

Slògh  nan  Gall, 
Ga'r  torachd  feadli  nan  coilltoan  dliitli, 

Le  gairg  is  feall. 
Mo  slieise  seolta,*  gaisgeil,  air  ino  lorg, 

Gun  fhois  : 
An  dull,  ri  m'  cliiomaclias,  gun  dàil, 

Na  tuiteam  leis. 
O  Charrxaich,!  a  laoich,  an  d'  thug  an  t-eug 

Ort  buaidh, 
Thu  sint',  gun  diog,  gun  cliàil,  fo  glilais 

Na  h-uaigh ; 
A  chònihlain,  rìogliail,  cliurrant', 

Dliàna,  ghlic, 
Co  sheasas,  leam  's  an  àraich  dheirg,  's  thu 

Balbh  fo'n  lie ; 
Cha  chluinn  thu  osag  trompaid,  air 

An  fhaich  ni's  mò, 
No  srannail,  steudan  bras,  a'  leum 

Am  buiUsgein  slòigh : 
No  stàim  nan  sleagh,  air  màillicli  liath, 

Nan  sparrag  dlùth ; 
Tinnean  tatht'  bu  trie,  a  sgoilt  fo  d'  lainii, 

Le  lùgh, 
Do  ridhe  treun,  le'n  d-fhuair  tliu 

Urrani  gaisge  Righ, 

*  Agricola. 
+  CaiTauacb  Rigli  uam  Piocach,  a  mharbliadli  goirid  roiiiilie  siii. 
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A  nÌK  fiiar'  an  leal)a  dhorcli  nan  daol,  fo 

Smachd  gun  chli. 
B'e  t-eibhneas,  mo  leoghan  dearg,  air 

Dualadh  sroil, 
Is  gair  nan  clann,  a'  riisgadli  cruaidh  gvi 

Stri  nan  spoil. 

Clia'n  fliaif  tliu  tuilleadli,  seoid  nam  Leann 

Fo'n  airni  ; 
Na  grunn  nan  Sàr,  mar  aon 

A'  freagairt  gairm  ; 
Gu  faiclie  Bhraca,  far  an  sgaoilcar 

Cuirm  a  bhàis, 
'S  am  lirist,  na  Dee.  l)hilli-l)huiin,  dhinn 

Cuing  ar  càs. 

Mar  so  le  ceuman  mall,  is 

Osnaich  throm, 
Thill  an  t-ànrach  rioghuil,  suas  gu 

Sgàil  nan  torn, 
O'n  d'imich  e  gun  fhios  do  chacli,  's  an 

Duibhr'  amacli ; 
'S  luidh  e  rithist  sios,  's  clia  b'eMl 

Do  neach. 

BRUADAR. 

Dh'fhuvain  sàmhchair,  chiùin,  is 

Bhriodail  fois, 
An  sonn,  gu  sealan  tàinili,  aig 

Sgiirr  an  eas, 
Bha  ùrla  glilan,  fo  mheacliain  fluiair, 

Na  h-oiteiii'  bheur  : 
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'A'  sòidcadli  air  an  Icitir  noclid, 

A'  rùcliau  speur. 
Air  dii.s  a  dutbchais,  luidh  a'  chru 

'Na  clò  : 
Ged  bhrist  nco-liliasmlioireaclid,  o'  gheindieal 

De'n  spiorad  blicò. 
Aisliug,  Righ  Alba,  bragh  nat-li 

H-iiraich  loclid, 
Le  sriut  fil'eachd,  caont  mar  thug 

A'  clieolraidh  reachd  : 
Gu'n  clainneadli  Gàidh'il,  sgeul  nan 

Linn  a  dh'fhalbh, 
'S  gu'm  biodli  iad  fhathast  mar  bu  dual, 

An  tir  an  seilbh, 
Gu'n  gleidheadh  iad,  an  cliii  's  an  guò 

O  linn  gu  linn, 
O  tlini'i,  nam  foirgneacli  iiar,  nacli 

Aontaich  leinn. 
Bhruadair  an  Righ,  bhi  macli  air 

Aonach  cas  ; 
Air  nionadh  àrd  ;  's  an  sealladh  eiaii 

Gu  deas  : 
Chunnaic  e  Coirh,  fad  us  aig  cuairt 

Nan  speur  : 
Ag  amharc  tuath,  le  fraoch,  's  i 

A'  bagradh  leir. 
Tìr-mòr  a'  caoidh,  gun  liith  le  'sniaig 

Gun  iochd  : 
'S  deàs-thìr  Bhreatain,  strioehdt'  fo 

Cholbh  a  smachd  : 
Chunnaic  e  i  sgaoileadh  eaiigach 

Trast  an  fhuiun  : 
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Air  oir  na  ]i-All)a  ;  sint  o  thiiinn 

Gu  tuinn. 
Lion  iarnaidh  dearg,  's  a  dlireach  mar  dhreòs 

Nan  cair ; 
A'  slugan  siiirn,  a'  sputadh  diaii  an 

Goil  am  bàir  : 
Chunnaic  e  athaicli  lasracli  aig 

Gach  ceann  ; 
Ga  dhraghadh,  thar  iosal  shrath,  is 

Airde  bheann. 
Gach  duine,  's  beathacli,  caisteal  dion, 

Is  teach  ; 
Sguab  e  leis  gach  aon,  niavaon,  's  gach  aon 

Ma  seach,  ' 

Chunnaic  e  teachd  'na  dlieigh,  's  an  datli  mar 

Dhearg-las  shion  : 
Ghimaich  tlieine  shluig  a  suas,  na 

Dh'fhag  an  lion  : 
Dhiiisg  e  le  allsa  gioraig, 

Ghlac  e  airm, 
'S  dh'iarr  e  Ghille  caimp,  Mac  Suinn 

Gu  grad  a  ghairm, 
'S  triall  chaismeachd,  a  shcirm  do'n  t-slogh 

Gun  dàil, 
^S  na  maithean,  a  choinneachadh  an  High 

Aig  leac  an  ail. 
M'an  d'eirich  grian  air  Tiirleum  ;ird 

A'  cheò, 
Is  bruchdanaich  na  maidne  glais,  a' 

Sgaradh  neoil  ; 
•Ghluais  laoich  na  h-Alb',  o  chnilidh  dhorch' 

Ghliun  tairbh, 
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Air  taobli  m'a  dlieas  aii  t-slèibli  gu 

Leac  nam  marbli. 
Ma'n  gann  a  tliog  iad  uclidach  slilios 

Nam  mac  ; 
Thug  fuaim  na  diidaicb,  òrdugb  stad 

Do'll  fbeacbd  ; 
Gu'n  robb  na  Ròimbicb  dlùtb  aig  bun 

Na  frith  ; 
Cluinneadh  na  Gàidheil  ;  tàirnibh  suas 

Gu  stri. 


Faic  anis  gach  ceann  catb, 

A'  ceartacbadh,  rian  nan  sreath  ; 

Albannaicb,  a  b'  uamhar  cith, 

'Nan  reangan  dlùtb,  fo  bharrain  gbatli. 

Oath  bhuidhnean,  laochail  nan  clann, 

Na  miltean  a  comhdach  fuinn, 

Gaisgich  fheusagach  nam  beann, 

A'  dol  an  òixlugh,  nòs  nan  sonn. 

Armailt,  neartmhor  nan  treubh, 

Sealladb  gairs'neach,  do  nàmh, 

Gàidbeil  threun  nam  buadhan  trie, 

Do-cbiosaicht'  an  stri  nan  gleachd, 

Biiitbaidb  mhoralacli  nam  Mac 

A'  noclidadli  an  euchd  mar  cbleachd. 

Beinge  ghris  nan  sleaghan  glas 

A'  maomadb,  gu  reubadh  chneas, 

Chit'  am  briosgardaicli,  fad  as, 

Mar  ghoil  chuthaich,  greann  gaoir  tlieas. 

Barraibh  nan  lann  bàs'or  cruaidh, 

A'  frith  chrith,  le  cliiasad  sloii^h. 
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A'  teachd  a  dhioghladli  fòirneadh  geur, 

Nach  coisgt'  ach  le  strenp  nan  leòn. 

Fai'  an  d'tlnig  gaisge  bnaidh, 

Air  an  seilbh,  le  cruadail  chòrr, 

Armailt  fhineacliail  nan  laoch, 

Gàidheil  sliaor  'nan  airui,  fo  'n  t-srM. 

A  dhùlanaicli,  gu  stn  na  feirg, 

Feaclid  lionmhor,  nan  Roimheach  gai'g, 

Gu  folachd,  nach  lasachadh  cor, 

Gun  aon  diidtli  glieilleadh  gu  tur, 

An  uidhe,  eadar  na  sl()igh, 

A'  Loillsgeadli  le  gleò  nan  lann, 

A  ghabh  dan  'n  uair  roinn  i'm  fonn, 

A.  thoirt  duinn,  fa  leth  gach  gniomh  a  Ijli'aun, 

'Nuair  bhrosnaicli  i  sti'i  nan  calg, 

lorgliuill  chreuchd,  is  bus,  is  mairg, 

Torraibli  nam  marbh,  ag  at 

'S  na  beòthaibh  a'  dioghladh  na  thuit, 

Le  iiubhaidh,  o'n  iubhar  air  laight, 

A'  caitheadh  frasan  eig,  is  lot. 

Tharruing  an  da  fheaclid  an  dlùth's, 

Mar  dh'aitbris  biiitbas  o  cbian, 

Gach  taobh  air  bhoil  le  confhadli  air, 

A'  greasadh  gu  spàirn  nam  pian, 

Suinn  gliarbh  nan  earradli  breac, 

Le  faobhair  ruisgte  's  gach  glaic, 

A'  spealg  le  gaisge  gun  gheilt, 

Cuing  do-fhulang,  neart  thar  cheart, 

'An  ruathar  casgradh,  nan  cràdh, 

Bhuail  'nan  dàil,  na  Eòimhich  chruaidh, 

Tuisg  iarainn,  uile-bheist  nam  mort, 

A  chiosnaich  an  douihan  le  neart, 
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Ci'ioslixicht'  an  lùiriclie;in  teann, 

'Ga'n  (lion,  o  bhathais  gu  bonn, 

Clionililaicli  iad  sleaghan  nan  Clann 

Stiocall  *  troni  'na  miltean  roinn 

A'  teaclid  mai*  bluUnidh  onfliadli  tlionu. 

Co  choisgeadli  an  tuil  cbreuchdach, 

Sruth  loinnreacb  nan  gathan  reubach, 

A'  sguab  na  Roimhich  air  an  ais, 

An  spairneachd  deothaich  na  greis, 

'S  an  fhaiche  le  smiiidricb  lot, 

Mar  dheatacli  o  biirolluiim  hraUjht; 

Le  treòir  neo-liglite  nam  fear  feachd, 

A  dh'fhàg  mar  dhileabh.  da'n  sliochd  ; 

'S  gun  cbothrom,  acb  leud  am  bonn, 

Am  misneach,  mborach  's  fad  an  lann  ; 

Sgeul  casgradh  nan  Ròimheach  f  uileach, 

'Nuair  bhuail  an  uchd  blieartaicli  am  bi-oilleach  ; 

Sreatlian  nan  Albannach  àrach, 

Tharruing  milidli  nan  sleagli, 

An  ordugb,  cath  'nan  riombal  tiugh  ; 

'S  ged  nach  d'  aidich  na  Gaidheil  eigin, 

B'e  sud  greim  teanaclidais  an  Leòghaiim  ; 

A  glileidh  an  làracli  a'  gleachd 

Gus  an  d'  eug,  le  ar  gun  iochd 

Deich  mile  fichead  do'n  da  fheaclid. 

Ma'n  do  sgaoil  na  speuran,  doilleir  neùil 

M'an  cuairt  : 
A  sgar  na  slòigh,  gun  aon  diubh 

Dh'fhaotainn  buaidh  ! 

*  Stiocall — a  ButresB. 
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BLAR    DHAIL    EIGH 

EADAR. 

RIGH    REABART    BRUCE    AGUS    IAIN    TRIATH 

CHLANN     DUGHAILL, 

ANNS  a'   bliadhna   1306. 


This  piece  opens  by  a  contention  between  the  Bard  and  the  Bliise. 
The  Bard  blames  her  for  dragging  him  from  place  to  placo  to 
visit  ancient  scenes.  She  responds.'  Having  made  np  their 
little  cpiarrel  they  agree  to  proceed  to  give  a  description  of  the 
battle  fought  between  King  Robert  Bruce  and  M'Dougall  of 
Lorn.  A  messenger  reaches  M'Dougall  telling  him  that  Bruce 
is  in  hiding  on  the  banks  of  Loch  Lomond.  The  hostile  clans 
gather  in  Glen  Dochart.  Messengers  tell  the  King,  he  marches 
up  Glen  Falloch  to  Strathfillan,  they  meet,  a  bloody  battle  is 
fought,  and  deeds  done  that  none  but  Scotchmen  could  do. 
The  King  is  defeated  and  he  sounds  a  retreat.— R.  B. 


COMHEADH  EADAE  AIM   BAED   'S  A' 

CHEOLEAIDH. 

am  bard. 

C  ait  a  nis  a  chlis  an  luasgain  ] 

Clia  chum  baile  tiv  no  ciian  riut, 

Shlaod  thu  mi  cleas  is  tuath  leat, 

Dh'fhàg  thu  gun  lùgh  gun  snuadh  mi, 

O'n  Eoinn  Ilich  gus  an  Tròisach, 

Cha  chluinneadh  tu  mu  chreach  na  tùrachd, 

Sean  daingneach  carragh  na  blar-comhraig, 

Seanachaidh  Bard  no  fear-òran. 

Nach  slaodadh  tu  mi  air  mhuineal, 

A  dheoin  na  dh'ain'eoin  thun  an  t-siubhail, 

Faic  an  t-àit'  ud  ;  faic  an  duin'  ud  ; 

'S  na  gabh  suim  do  ghràin  an  turuis, 

Do  ghruaim  an  t-sainnt  na  sgraing  gun  fhuran. 
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A    CHEOLRAIDir. 

Thug  mise  dhuit  mar  gheall  mi, 

Sealladh  air  glinn  àigli  's  air  beanntan, 

Air  coirean  fraoich,  's  air  raoinaibli  alltacb, 

'S  lochaiu  nach  traoigh  air  gacli  meall  diubh 

Muim'  altrum  nau  geadh  's  iian  lacli, 

Far  am  faigh  am  fiadh  a  dbeocli, 

'S  a  Ion  gu  fial  air  leirg  amach, 

De  mliiltibli  lus  ri  greiii  gu  mocli, 

Air  aonach  farsuiiig  nan  eas-caoirgeal, 

A'  steall-ruith  troimh  chlaisaibh  craobliacli, 

A'  mire  leum  nau  ceudaibh  caochan, 

Nach  do  thruailleadh  riamh  's  nach  caochail. 

Cuislibh  nam  beann,  beatli'  a  chomhnaird  : 

A'  cuir  cli  fais  an  càil  nam  poraibh, 

A  theid  's  an  dusluing  mar  a  dh'orduich, 

Uglidar  Bitb.-bhuau  na  cruitheachd, 

A'n  aim'sir  an  t-sil  cbur  earrach, 

Roimh.  'n  t-samhradh  àluinn  righ  nan  duilleacli 

'S  criin  na  bliadhu'  am  foghar  torach, 

Rinn  thu  gearan  air  mo  luasgan, 

'S  gu  'n  d'iomaiu  mi  deas  is  tuath  Ihu, 

IS  aire  dhuits'  a  chuir  uait  mi, 

Gus  an  do  liath  thu  'toirt  fuatli  dhomh, 

Na'm  biodh  tu  dileas  'n  a  t'-oige, 

'N  uair  'a  thairg  mi'n  tùs  do  phosadh, 

Sheasainn  do  chilis  amis  gach  dòlas, 

'S  bhearrainn  feusagan  luchd-fòirneart. 

AM    BARD. 

Ma's  sean'  chuimhneachan  is  ceòl  duit, 
Cha-n  'eil  mi  'g  iarraidh  do  cliomradh, 
Na  t-fhuran  an  cuideachd  na'n  comhail. 
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Clia  teid  mise  fad'  an  tòir  ort, 
A  dhrollach  leisg  tog  de'd'  dhrocli  mhein, 
Na  cas  fiacail  's  na  druid  rosg  rium, 
'S  fad  o'  chualas  ma  'n  bheul  tliosdacli, 
Gu'r  seirbli'  a  mhùig  na  teang'  a  bbrosgail 
'S  iomadli  bliadhn'  o  nacli  d'fhuair  mi ; 
Oran,  iorram,  rann,  na  duan  bhuait, 
Eiricli  gu  grad  's  bitlieadh  buaidli  leat, 
Labhair  a  macb  mar  bu  dual  duit, 
Thoir  Mac  Tall'  a'  creagan  cruaidh, 
A'  spreigeadh  le  Gailig  'an  cluasan, 
Nan  oigfhear  fhathast  nacli  cuala, 
Mu  Blilàr  Dliail  Righ  nan  euchd  aiiimeil. 
A  cliuir  Rigli  E^eabart  an  càs  anama. 

A    CHEOLRAIDH. 

Cha  chilis  mlioit  tì,  'ni  nach  eigin, 

A'n  e  sunnt  na  h-òig  a  gliluais  gu  seist'  tliu 

'S  clàrsacli  nam  beann  gun  speirid, 

Gheibh  tliu  do  thoil  ach  bi  gleusta, 

Suidh  a  nail  's  ni  sinn  reite, 

Glacaidh  sinn  làmhan  a  cheile, 

'S  gu  la  bhàis  cha  d'  toir  mi  beum  dhuit, 

Gabh  air  t-aghaidh  mar  do  dhiirachd, 

A'  toirt  sgeul  air  feachd  Mhic-DIiiighaill, 

A  chuir  Righ  Reabart  'ga  dhubhlan, 

'S  mar  thug  e  gnn  taing  a  chùl  riu, 

Air  faiche  chiar-dhubh  Shrath-IU'-FhaolaLn, 

Tha  gus  an  diugh  'na  culaidh  aosd', 

A'  falach  duslach  cuirp  nan  laoch, 

Fo  fhòidibh  glas  air  sliabh  na  còmh-strì ; 

Stadaidh  mi  'nis,  's  dean  thus  'an  cbrr  dheth. 
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Ràiiiig  teaclulairoaclul  J\Iac-Dhùgliuill, 
Gu'ii  robh  Kigli  Reabait  le  bliiui, 
Fo  dhubhav  nan  coilltean  'ga  fhalach, 
Am  bruaoliau  fiadliaich  Linue-Cliadoir,* 
'S  na'n  tigte  gu  grad  air  a  thoraclid, 
Gu'n  glacte  dh'ain'eoin  bcò  o, 
Gu'n  robh  Fir  LeaniLn't  air  an  luagadli 
'S  an  lar-flilath  gun  aon  de  shluagh  leis, 
'Na  fhogarach  mar  bha  Reabart, 
Gu'n  teacli  gu'n  daoine  gun  fliearann, 
Eireadh  Clann-Diigliaill  gu  treun  dalma, 
'S  tbigibh  le'r  feaclid  gu  Druim  Albainn 
Tha  Clann-an-Aba  nach  diobair, 
'S  na  tha  'm  Bragh'd  Alba  de'r  dislibh, 
Air  an  tsliabh  'nan  airm  's  nan  eideadh, 
An  sud  gar  feitheamh  sin  mo  sgeula, 
Ciod  a  tha'n  ceann-cath  ag  ràdh  rium, 
'S  su'n  tillinn  cru  luath  mar  a  thainic 


MAC-DHUGHAILL. 

Fhir  luath  mar  shoise  J  nan  cùmhrag, 

Co  chuir  thugams'  a  thoirt  sgeòil  thu, 

Co  thu  fein,  no  co  do  dhaoine, 

Ainmich  co  chuir  thu  'n  taobh  so, 

A'n  e  comhnadh  dàimh  a  tha  thu  'g  iarraidh, 

No'n  traoit-fhear  thu  o  Righ  r,an  laltag, 

Ma's  fior  do  sgeul',  tha  nis  na  chriiban, 

Fo  sgorraibh  fàsail  Inbheir-Dhùglais. 

Loch-Loimaiiiu.         t  Leouox.         +  Dreag  cLòn.brag  uam  Fiauu. 
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AN    GILLE-RUITH. 

Dh'innis  mi  dhuit  chean'  an  t-aobhar. 

Is  cluinn  a  nis  co  chuir  mi'n  taobh  so, 

An  de  bha  Maithean  Bliragh'd  Alba, 

'S  gacli  ceann-catli'  tlia  feadh  nan  Garbh-chi-ioch, 

0  Uaimb*  nan  craobh  gu  CinnAlla, 

Aig  comhairl'  an  Tùr  MLic-an-Aba ; 

Fliuair  mise  brigh  na  chaidh  a  labhairt, 

Le  mionnan  air  faobhar  claidheamh, 

Gii'n  tugaiun  duitse  mar  a  chual  thu, 

'S  m'ainm,  cha'n  àiclieidh  mi  uair  e, 

Theirear  Gille-Micheil  Inath  rium, 

Bha  mi  uair  a'm  feachd  Mhic-Cailean, 

'S  is  mi  nis  Fear-ruin  Mliic-au-Aba, 

Sin  duit  fail  a  sheula 

Le  fiiil  air  broilleach  mo  lèine, 

Comhara  dil'seachd  a  Mhic  rath  ud, 

Co  daingean  ri  bunait  Bheinn  La-ur, 

Sin  mo  bharrant  co  bheir  diibhlan, 

Amhairc  an  so  's  creid  do  shuilean. 

MAC-DHUGHAILL. 

Gu  leòir.     Tha  'n  rviaglach  ud  an  rib'  a  ghlacaidh. 

Is  bòidich'ms'  air  crois  nam  feartan, 

Nach  falaich  monadh  coill  no  glac  e, 

'S  a  dh'ain'eoin  na  bheil  beo  g'a  leanmhuinn, 

Gur  cumhann  leis  a  roinn  de  dh-Albainn, 

M'an  deàrrs  trì  grianaibh  air  Athar, 

Bithidh  sgiiirs  nan  colg  aig  Loch  Tatha 

Leis  na  tha'n  Lathurna  de'  m'  fhior  fhuil, 

'S  bas  na  buaidh,  snuim  chruaidh  mo  shinnsear 
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Cha'n  fhuasgail  Roabart  gu  l;i  bliràth  i  ; 

Faiceam  vi  siubhal  a  chrois  t?ira, 

Tein'  eigin  air  gach  meall  is  fculach, 

Brataichean  sgaoilt'  air  gach  tuireid, 

Suaicheantas  nan  laoohaibh  currant, 

A  dh'fhalbh  do'n  t-saoghal  as  nach  cluinnear 

Siol  Chuinn  a'  freagairt  do'n  ghairra, 

Le  sgal  piob  's  le  gleadhraich  arm  ; 

Biodh  gach  fear  mu  'n  am  so  màireach, 

*Na  airm  air  Leitir  Mhuc-Càrna, 

Mar  chomharr'  air  tionnsgnadh  seai'bh, 

A  thoirt  do  Reabart  coinne  gharbh, 

Nach  fhaod  e  sheachnadh  no  bhuannachd, 

Ach  's  i  lann  urras,  's  cha  theab  ruaig  e, 

Cha'n  eadh,  air  m'onoir,  ach  Laoeh  crodha, 

An  treas  lamh-chlaidheamh  's  an  Roinn  Eòri)a. 

Thug  teachdairean  an  Righ  dha  sgeula, 
Gu'n  robh  feachd  nam  beann  air  eirigh, 
Coig  ceud  deng  aig  ceann  an  uidhe, 
Campaicht'  air  faich  an  t-snidhe, 
Ailein  a'  meadhon  Ghlinn  Dochaii-t, 
Far  an  d'  gheall  an  laochraidh  tachairt, 
Fo  aon  bhi-atach  mar  a  chualas, 
Fir  thaglita  fo  iiiil  an  uaislean. 

Ghluais  Reabart  troimh'  Ghleann-falach, 
A  dh'iarraidh  comhnadh  Mhic-Cailean, 
A  bha  gleidheadh  rathad  Chàrn  an  droma, 
Le  feachd  garbh  na  meirghe  soilleir, 
Air  an  sloinntear  Earra-Ghàidheal, 
'San  Dim  Aorach  teach  nan  àrmunn. 
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'Nuair  'rànaig  an  High  faiche  Sliraithaibh, 

Is  e  'n  dùil  gun  seachnadh  e  clioinneamli, 

Chualas  sgal  pìob-mhòr  a'  seinn, 

'S  torman  slòigh  a'  teacM  na  'n  deann, 

Gach  ursann  chath  air  ceann  na  conspunn, 

Fraocli  cath  na'n  griiaidliibli  's  cruaidh  na'n  dornaibh. 

AX    CATH. 

Chòmhlaicli  na  laoich  lann  ri  lann, 

'An  goil  an  air  fo  shrannaicli  shrol, 

Torruinn  comhraig  fad  an  raoin, 

'S  fuaim  stoc  a'  tucliadh  gaoir  nan  leòn, 

Milidh  'g  an  spoltadh  air  feadh, 

Reubadli  lann  is  bruansgail  slileagli, 

O  dheas  gu  cli  'na  'm  plodraich  thiugh, 

ISTa  Diiglilaicli  da  'n  dligbe  'n  lamb  dbeas, 

A'  grad-lionadh  bealach  na  sgrios, 

Suaicbeantais  bball'-bbreac  nan  Clann, 

'An  smùidricb  dbeirg  de  fbuil  nan  sonn 

O  Albainn  gbaoil  co  thug  do  shitb  bhuait, 

Mallacbd  buan  do'  d'  lucbd-mi-ruin, 

Tir  nan  cùmhnantan  's  nan  gaisgeach, 

Nan  tuil,  nam  beann,  's  nan  creachain  fasgach 

An  iad  so  do  mhic  's  an  àr-fhaicb  fhuileacb 

Nacb  d'  fbannaich  an  gaoir  nam  buillean, 

Sud  mar  cliite  streup  nam  fear, 
Air  fad  an  raoin  's  am  blàr  g'a  chur, 
Na  Diighlaicb  air  barraibb  nam  friodh, 
A  spàirneaclid  troimh  'n  cballaid  ableagh, 
'Bba  dion  an  Kigh  air  gach  làimb, 
,    Air  ccsd  fion-fhuil  a  luclid  dàimh, 
A  b'èigin  strìoclidadb  do'n  bhuidhinn, 
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Da 'ii  suaiclieantas  an  lotlh-cliraoljli*  rnighinn 
Nacli  searg  le  teas  na  le  gailIionn,f 
Nach  marbli  aois  's  nacli  caochail  datlian, 
A  loisgeas  fo'n  uisge  gun  mliùcliadli, 
'S  nach  cnàmh  le  fiacail  an  riudain,! 
O'n  d'  thig  an  dearcag  iocshlaint  neònach, 
A  dh'fliàsas  air  cruacli  's  air  comlinard. 

'Nuair  clinnnaic  a  shaiglidearan  gnu 

Stadh  a  chrùin  fo  gliiall  a  bhais, 

Bhrùchd  iad  m'a  tliiomclioll  's  an  streup, 

Mar  tbuinn  ghorm  bhileacli  'ni  bene  air  tràigh. 

Blia  Dùghlas  treuu  nacli  d'fhuiling  smaclid, 
A'n  deannal  nan  crenchd  's  e  'gleaclid, 
A'm  buillsgein  cath-bbnidhinn  nam  Mac 
Da  'n  dùthclias  Cinn  Alia  nan  cnoc, 
Sreatli  chasgraidh  nan  Abach  's  bu  mliairg, 
A  thacliair  I'iu  'm  boil  cath  air  leirg  ; 
Fuil  uaibhreacli  sliiol  Chuinn  nan  colg, 
Mar  shruth  na  Cona-thuil  an  goil  feirg, 
Le  'm  biodagan  claiseacli  cùl  thiugh, 
A'  sgreadail  air  friollainean  liiireach, 
Lann  chinn-Ileach  le  neart  ghàirdean, 
Is  sleaghan  reubach  nan  spèic  cràiteacli, 
A'  dian  chasgairt  nan  rioghalach  bras, 
'An  iomart  ghàbliaidh  nan  cleas; 
'S  CO  nàmhaid  a  b'  ui-rainn  dol  as  Ì 
Acli  fineachan  crodh'  an  taobli  deas, 
Do  nach  bu  dùthclias  ceum  air  an  ais, 

*  Cypress.  t  Pliuy.  +  Touruefort. 
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Laoich  mhor  Ardanacli  o  Cliaill  * 

Steidli  dliion  na  li-Alba  riamh  gun  fhoill, 

Po'n  fhacal  aonachd  gun  bhàigh, 

"  An  guaillaibh  a  chèil'  "  o'n  bheul  gun  sgàth, 

Feai"  mòi'  gun  atbadh  na  fola  brais, 

'Bha  tonnadla  troimh  lotaibh  a  chneis, 

Nach  d'  aidicb  geill  do  neacli  a  Ijbos, 

An  Rigbdire  Seumas  Diigblas, 

Da  'm  b'  oighreachd  Gleann  Anniii  nan  lios, 

Lamb  dbeas  an  High  'ga  dhion  o  cliion, 

'S  leis  anns  gacb  cruaidh  cbàs  riamb  a  db'fban. 

Am  fivein  treun  gun  cheilg  o  sbean, 

A  tbug  sgrios  a  bhàis  air  cUxnn  nan  con, 

Sasunnaicb  chlombach  nan  tar  brugacb, 

"  Gun  eagal  Dia  gun  gbràdh  duine." 

'Nuair  chunnaic  an  Eigb  gu'n  d'  chaill  e  bbuaidh, 
'S  an  t-eug  ma  'n  cuaii-t  'na  mbiltean  dreach 
Cbuir  e  'n  spuir  airgid  'bu  ghlan  litb, 
Ri  Muing-geal  sliogaidh  mar  a  chleachd, 
Mar  Ian  damb  àillidb  bras  nan  croc, 
An  cutliacb  leum  ri  doirlinn  cbais, 
As  iorghuill  sgriosacb  nam  pian, 
Tbug  e  fuirbidb  nan  cliù  cian  amacli, 
Gbrad  sbeid  e  diidacb  nam  beuc  searbb, 
Cam  adbarc  fbarsuing  mbor  an  tairbh. 
Cbual  am  feacbd  i  mar  bu  nos, 
'S  fbi-eagair  na  bha  beo  da  gairm, 
Caisgibh  mar  dli'fheudas  an  toir, 
Gleidbibli  òrd'.i^h  's  teicbibb  dian, 
Tba'n  latha  caillte  sgeul  a  chhiinnear, 
Gu'n  do  gbabb  sin  an  ruaig  o'n  chumasg. 
*  Kyle. 
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CATH    ALLT-A'-BHANNAICH 

KADAK 

NA  GAIDHEAL  ALBANNACH   AGUS  FEACHD  SHASUINN. 
ANNS  a'  bliadhxa   1314. 


This  (.lesoribes  the  great  battle  that  won  liis  crowi 
independence  for  Scotland. 


Alladli  nan  curaidh  a  tUrflialbh, 

Sgeula  searbh  do  sliiolach  Gliall, 

A  thuit  le  gaisge  naai  fear  treun, 

Albannaich  'bu  nuara  nieinn, 

'An  cath  cosgrach  a  bhfist  cuing, 

Fòirneai-t  iavmad  chon, 

Le  smachdachadh  nam  faobhar  glan 

Ail"  faiclie  na  buaidh, 

Mar  'chuala  's  a  chluinue  is  gach  iil. 

Eisd  a  Ghàidheil  òig  is  mòrail  gnè, 
Fhiùrain  ghloin  e'u  flireuiuh  gun  ghaold, 
A  chinn  's  an  ìr'  a  dh'àraich  riamh, 
Laoich  àileil  ua  miadh  cùrr, 
A  ghlèidh  a  dh'ain'eoin  gacli  nàmh, 
Na  dli'fhàg  iad  dhuiniie  mar  chòir, 
An  lath'  a  cliuir  iad  an  cath  cruaidh, 
Aig  Allt-a'-Bhannaich  le  buaidli. 

'Nuair  'shoillsicli  loch  ran  an  hi, 
Air  tùraibh  ard  na  Stvuith-liuth* 
Ghlac  na  Gàidheil  an  airm, 
Le  deòin  a'  freagairt  do'n  gliairin, 
Ou  "bas  na  buaidh."     Tha  nàmhuid  dliith 
Deich  miltean  le  luth  stt-ud, 
*  iStriveliug. 
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A'  brùclidadh  troimli'n  Cliaol-gleann  o  dLeas 

Gu  srutli  ainmeil  nam  bruachan  cas, 

Far  an  cualas  gair  nan  Clann, 

Le  deineas  a'  tarruing  an  lann, 

'Nuair  thùinig  an  R'lgli  'na  eideadb, 

Bu  bhoillsgeil  litb.     Liiireacli  tlirom, 

Thinneacb  m'a  cbom  an  t-seòid, 

A'  tilgeadh  lannair  ri  grein, 

Is  tuagb  Abrach  nan  creuchd  'na  dhòid. 

Thai'i'iiing  na  fineachan  a  suas, 
An  òrdugb  cath  mar  bu  dual, 
Fir  mhòr  gun  choimeas  a  bhos, 
Fo  earraidh  a  b'eugsamhail  dath, 
Suaitbclieantais  gacli  treubh  fa  leth, 
Air  clionbbadb  's  an  deal  as  mar  aon, 
A  dbioghladh  eucairt  is  tàir. 

'Nuair  sheld  trompaidean  nan  nàmh, 
Gairm-cbatha  's  an  geòin*  gu  fuil, 
Shleuchd  na  Gàidheil  a  sios, 
Ag  aslacbadb  combnadb  nèamb, 
Aoradb  diirachdach  nan  treubb, 
Gacb  Clann  'am  focbar  a  cbeil, 
Loinn  sgatbaibb  'na'n  dùirn, 
Is  Dia  'na'm  beiil. 

Tbuirt  sladacb  nan  ronnf  ri  fear  ruin, 
A  slieas  dlùtb  dba  freagairt  d'a  tboil, 
"  Tba  na  daoin'  ud  ag  iarraidb  sith, 
Striocbte  le  b-eagal,  's  leinne  bbuaidb.' 

*  Ginnachas.  t  Edward. 
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Fhreagair  an  sgrounaire  tiat, 
"  Tlia'ii  iarrtas  gu  h-Athair  na  glòir, 
A'  guidhe  airson  an  ciontan  fein, 
Clia  gheill  iail  cluitsa  's  iad  beò." 

'S  niar  thuirt,  b'ionnan  a  b'  fhior, 

Dli'eiricli  na  miliJh  gun  sgàth, 

Le  iolach  fo  sliròlaibli  gris-dhearg, 

A  b'  àillidh  snuadh  air  an  leirg, 

Comliarr'  bàis  nam  borb  bha  teachd, 

Nan  naoi  catli-bliuidhnean. 

'Seaclid  mile  deug  's  gacli  aon, 

De  rogha  sluaigh, 

Se  cinnich  'an  comh-bhoinn, 

A  bhòidich  saors'  na  h-Alb'  a  mliort, 

'Sa  maoin  a  roinn. 

Thòisicli  na  Sasunnaich  a  ghreis, 
Le  marc-shluagli  lionmhoi'  garg, 
'Na'm  buidhnean  troui, 
Nacb  d'iaiT  's  nacli  d'fhuair, 
Fathamas  ach  an  sgrios  a  thoill, 
Air  barraibh  sleaghan  gaisgich  Chaill,* 
'An  toiteal  dhearg  an  air, 
Is  cumliachd  nèamli  'g  an  dion, 
Sheas  na  fir  mbor  'an  goil  na  bàir, 
Mar  ailbhinn  a  meadhon  cuain, 
Fo  onfhadh  diiile  nan  stuadli, 
B'  ionnan  na  li-Albannaich  gharbli, 
An  dùiseal  thuagh  'us  lann, 
Is  steudan  nam  beart-gatliadi, 
A'  leum  na'n  dàil  le  cutliacli  cumliraig. 
*  Kvle. 
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Far  an  cluiunte  stoirm  na  cruaidli, 

A'  torchiiir  mharc,  is  fliear, 

Albainn  le  colg  neart  a  gnàtli, 

A  sgoltadli  claiginn  nan  daoi, 

A  dh'fhàsaich  i  's  a  mhort  a  cliii, 

Be  ochd  bliadhn'  deug, 

Gun  iochd  gun  bhàigh, 

A'n  sud  le  dearbh  reaclid  nèamli, 

'S  le  treor  a'  Mac  gun  taing, 

A'  cosnadh  buaidh  an  àigh. 

A  thug  do'n  fhitlieacli  rocacli  cuirm, 

Ail-  closaichean  na  neoghlan  fiar, 

Nacli  togadh  tuillendh  aii-m, 

An  aghaidh  sgiùrs  na  dh'fhan, 

Gu  bin  'n  an  creicli  do'n  eug, 

'Niuiir  thoisich  iad  ri  gleachd  as  ùr, 

Gun  suim  do'n  bhuil, 

Ag  iadliadli  m'an  bliuidhinn  laoch, 

A  lihailc  am  faobhair  'n  am  fuil, 

Claoidli teach  lionmhor  's  laist  le  boil, 

Mallachd  fein-sgrios  is  tàir, 

Nach  falaich  tiom  's  nach  cuir, 

Lior  nam  boUa-cheann  diubh, 

Co  fad  's  a  dheàrrsas  grian, 

No  mhaii-eas  Bith  nan  diiil, 

Dh'ath  bhrosnaich  iad  le  griinsglaich, 

Confhadh  muirt  an  cleachdadh  riamh, 

Bu  bheag  a  dhiong  e'n  sud, 

'S  na  suinn  gun  fhiamh, 

Fo  Mheirgh'  an  Leoghainn  deirg, 

'S  am  fuil  air  ghoil  le  cuimhne, 

Sgrios  na  mairg,  a  dhithich  ceud  mile, 
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'S  CÒ1T  Ic  claidhoauih,  croich  is  gort, 

0  na  chaidh  Righ  Alastair  fo'n  iiir, 

'S  a  nis  na  uiiiinhdeaii  borb, 

Ail"  teaclid  as  iir,  a  tlioirt 

A  bhuille  bbàis, 

Do  cliinneach  uaibhrcacb  nacb  d'fhuiliug  cuing. 

Gaol  do  na  curaidheau  feacbd, 

A  dhoarbh  an  sgeul  ud  dhiiiun. 

Domlinullaich  o  lie  sliean  an  lagh, 

Da'n  coir  reacbd  High, 

Tlr  thiiinnidli  laocli  a  b'  àiilidh  suiuidh, 

'S  b'  àirde  gnìouih  ; 

Deich  mile  dhiubh  fo'n  t-sròl, 

Fir  àrdanacb,  o  eirthir  cuain, 

Air  lamli  dheas  an  fheaclid, 

Borr,  fiathail,  nan  ceudan  oath, 

Fo  lasadh  ruaim, 

Nan  seachd  suaithcheantais*  is  ilirde  raeas. 

Mar  ruitheas  tonn  air  tlionn, 

Le  ànradh  doirbh  gu  tràigh, 

A  bristeadh  le  neart  fein  o'm  bonn  ga'm  bàrr, 

Air  babhuu  criochan  smachd  a'  cliuaiu, 

Sgàin  miltean  Sliasunn  air  grab 

Nam  faobbar,  gris  'n  am  feòil, 

'S  tuil  dhearg  o'n  cairbhean  a'  ruith, 

'An  claisean  caol  nan  cluain, 

O  lolan  leòn,  nan  gearradh, 

Nach  druideadh  sgil  's  nach  d'iarr, 

Alt-sliaoir  nan  diogh'ltacli  treuii, 

*  Leoo'tan,  Caisteul,  Bniikn,  Craobbf  hige,  Fraocli,  Long,  is 
Liuiih-dhcarg. 
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A  mhaom  o  dheas  gu  cli, 

'Am  broilleach  nan  nàimhdean  borb, 

An  raon  clu'itheach  fo'm  bninn, 

A'  comlifhreagairt  do'n  ail, 

Os  an  ceann,  a'  triobhnaladh  le 

Gàh'  chath  's  cliabh  glioil  steud, 

A'  sitheadh  air  babhuin  shleagh, 

'Am  boil  an  air, 

Far  nach  d'fhidrich  atliar  a  mhac, 

Na  fear  ruin  a  charaid  uclid, 

Ochanaicb  nan  lèont  is  gleadhar  arm, 

A'  bodhradh  nam  milidli  a  sheas, 

'An  stoirm  nam  faobhar.     Gus  an  do  tliaclidadb 

An  gleann  's  an  abhainn, 

Le  cruachan  mharbh, 

Sgiùrte  le  cutbacli  nàir  is  tnù, 

Diombnaidh  is  mallaclid  nèimh, 

Theicli  na  bolgairean  gmi  ùin' 

A  chaoidh  an  leth-chend  mile  fear, 

A  luidli  gun  deo. 

Air  àrach  nan  iomradli,  gun  chriocli, 

INIa'n  cualas  "u  leòir. 
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BLAR    SHUNADAIL. 


1  poem  was  composed  by  the  Bard  after  a  visit  ho  paid  to  the 
district  in  the  winter  of  1865-n.  He  was  the  guest  of  the  Parish 
minister,  whose  manse  is  not  far  from  Sunadale.  The  manse  is 
called  Dun-Leabhair  in  the  poem.  The  piece  opens  with  an  ad- 
dress to  Sunadale  ;  the  story  then  is  told  of  a  supposed  raid  that 
was  made  by  Riu-ach,  a  Scandinavian  king  of  Dublin,  upon  Cantyre 
in  the  reign  of  Kenneth  M'Alpin.  Rurach,  who  had  harried  many 
a  land,  i-esolves  to  make  a  descent  upon  Cantyre.  He  holds  a 
council  ;  Gargan,  one  of  his  heroes,  advises  that  a  few  of  them 
should  go  in  the  guise  of  fi.shcrmcn  and  spy  the  land.  The  counsel 
is  adopted  ;  they  reach  the  mouth  of  Campbeltown  Loch  and  find 
the  Island  of  Davar  crowded  wiih  Scottish  soldiers,  and  a  chain  of 
great  strength  stretched  across  the  mouth  of  the  Loch  ;  they  are 
challenged,  and  told  that  the  day  was  celebrated  as  the  king's  birth- 
day, and  that  on  that  day  no  stranger  was  allowed  to  enter  ;  they 
pretend  they  are  fishermen  from  Arran,  and  make  a  great  show  of 
their  loyalty  ;  they  go  away  and  sail  round  the  Mull  and  arrive 
at  the  mouth  of  West  Loch  Tarbert.  They  are  here  also  challenged 
by  the  watchful  Celts  ;  they  pretend  that  they  were  driven  by 
stress  of  weather  to  seek  the  favourable  shelter  of  the  Loch.  They 
ask,  and  obtain  leave  to  sail  up  Loch  Tarbert,  and  drag  their  boats 
across  the  isthmus  to  the  East  Loch  ;  they  sail  to  the  Isle  of  Man, 
which  they  reach  in  safety.  This  ends  the  first  part  of  the  poem, 
— R.  B. 
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A  Shunadail  a'  cliladaich  bliearnaich, 

Ged  is  corrach  glas  do  slilics, 

'S  ged  nach  robli  thu  trie  an  saothair  nan  bard, 

M'an  teirig  do  sgeul  creiche  's  blàii- 

Bithidh  tu  'measg  chàicli  'g  ad  iomradh. 

Do  rudha  ciar-dhubli,  bia'dh  nam  bàirneach, 

Sguabte,  bàite,  's  co  d'an  ioghnadh, 

'N  uair  a  sheideas  Ealasaid  a  f  iiaradh, 

A'  sguabadh  tonnan  Chaolais-Bliranndain ; 

Mullaichean  mara  le  stoirm  faoilticli, 

A  cliunnaic  mi  bho  thaobh  Dluin-leabhair ; 

Onfliadh  na  doimhne  shalainn 
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A'  stealladh  mu  d'  cheann  gun  sgios, 

A'  tuiteam  's  a'  direadh  mu  seach, 

Trom  mhofchai"  slachdraicli  stuadhaii  fairge, 

A'  criotlinachadli  do  charaigean  cleiteach,  dubh, 

Air  nach  laidli  dus  a'  Mliàirt. 

Co  nach  sireadli  do  ghlacan  uaine, 

A  chunnaic  aon  uair  iad 

'K  an  culaidh  shamhraidh, 

Cruitheachd  nan  lusan,  mar  gu'm  b'ann,  a'  stri 

Co  's  riomhaiche  a  sgeadaiclieas 

Gach  isleach  a's  bi'uaich, 

Bho  tholman  noad  na  h-uiseig' 

Gu  aisridli  doireachan  nan  earb  ! 

Do  ghleanntan  coillteacli  far  an  cluinnear 

Na  miltean  iteach  fo  dliuilleach 

Nan  crann  cubbraidh,  air  bruachan 

Nan  smith  ean  nach  traoigh, 

A'  taomadh  an  uchd  do  thragha, 

A  tha  'nis  am  measg  chàich  an  iomradh. 

An  làithean  Choinnich  mhòir  na  h-Alba, 
'S  chualas  gach  gniomh  a  thug  an  t-ainm  dha, 
Bha  Ptiirach  Mac  Chracaig  nan  strèap, 
'N  a  righ  an  Ath-cliath  an  Eirinn, 
Lochlannach  cruadalach,  seolta, 
B'  iomadh  buinne  doirbh  a  sheol  e ; 
B'  iomadh  uamha,  coill'  is  cladach 
Anns  an  do  sheid  e  turlach  rathaid ; 
B'  iomadh  buaile  mhòr  a  chreach  e, 
'S  bu  llonmhcr  fear  garg  a  ghleachd  e, 
Eadar  Tir-Chonuill  a's  da  Arainn, 
Gleannaibh  na  Rut'  a's  Manainn, 
Eilean  tri-chasach  nan  Gàidheal. 
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Tha  criocli  ovr'  annad,  's  Ij'fhad  an  diiil  ud, 

Ghlachd  Rùrach  thu  le  'cliabhlach, 

'S  slieisd  e  do  Dhiin  dion  le  'armailt, 

'S  an\iair  a  shaoil  e  gu  'n  do  strioclid  thu 

Ghairm  e  gu  comhairl'  a  dhilsean. 

De  'n  cliuid  diubh'  ràiuig  a  choinneamh 

So  an  ainmeau'  boi-b  gun  sloinneadh  ; 

Meargaddl,  Gargan,  a's  Brosdan, 

Beolan,  Eardadh,  a's  Tor  cull, 

Lorgan,  Hasan,  a's  Crogach, 

Ugadal,  Mugan,  a's  Dornan. 

'N  uair  'choinnich  iad  aig  Carn-a'-ghrianaidh 

Thug  Riirach  mar  so  dhoibh  'iarrtas : 

"  Chi  sibh  an  diugh  grian  an  Earraich 
A'  boillsgeadh  air  muir  's  air  talamh, 
Ag  innseadh  gur  am  dhninn  gluasad 
A  chuir  na  gheibh  sinn  ris  na  fhuair  sinn. 
Thog  sinn  cheana  creach  na  h-Eireann, 
An  iomadh  ceàrn,  's  cha  d'fhuair  iad  eiiic 
Ach  rocail  an  fhithich  air  an  cairbhean, 
Air  tir  mor  's  an  innsean  fairge, 
Cais'meachd  na  tuaidhe  's  gaoir  nan  lasair 
Ag  innseadh  co  dhinn  a  thachair 
Air  na  dh-fhàg  sinn  sgathte,  ròiste, 
'S  de  'na  fhuair  sinn  nach  robh  beò  dhiubh, 
Eadar  Sligeacb  's  Carraig-Fhearghais, 
Na  thogadh  an  coir'  air  eallachain  ! 

Tha  INIanainn  gun  chrodh  gun  àireach, 
'S  cha  'n  fhada  bhiiainn  creach  Earraghàidheal, 
Ceann-tii-e  torach,  feurach,  gleannach, 
Fonn-altrum  nam  fiadh  's  nan  coileach. 
Tha  'n  fhairge  ma  'n  cuairt  gach  taobh  dheth, 
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Domhain,  glan,  gun  bristeadh  caolais, 

Far  am  faigli  ar  Cabhlach  seoladh 

Gun  gbrabadli  timchioll  a'  cliorsa, 

O  Bheinn-an-Tuirc  gvi  Locli-an-Tairbeirt. 

Le  soillse  maduinn  's  ciar  an  anmoich, 

Siùblilaidh  sinn  àirdean  is  cùmhnard 

A'  gabhail  mar  thig,  creach  a's  toraclid. 

Faicibh  a  nis  co  'n  taobli  dhetli 

Is  laige  dion  's  is  Inglia  'n  daoine, 

'S  an  doigh  is  feàrr  air  a  ghlacadh, 

Ma  'm  faigh  a  mliuinntir  cultaice. 

A  Ghargain,  an  toiseach  so  do  bhai'ail, 

Is  tu  an  Ceann-feadhna  is  sinne  tli'  againn. 

Gargan. 
"Aig  do  sheirbhis  mar  mo  chomas, 
Ach  's  deacair  an  comharadh  sin  amas : 
'S  fior  gu  'n  do  thog  sinn  creach  na  h-Eireann, 
'S  nach  d'  fhàg  sinn  aon  a  dh'innseadli  sgeul  air. 
Bha  'n  tuagli  a'  srachdadh  sgrath  nan  càirean, 
'S  am  fòid  lasrach  ris  gach  fàrdach, 
Clia  d'  fliàg  sinn  mart  air  beinn  no  faiche, 
No  each  no  h\ir  a  dh'fhàs  an  seiche, 
Tbeich  na  h-Eireannaich  a'  sianail 
Gu  bonn  na  speur  's  ni  b'fhaide  dh'iarradh  ! 
'S  an  uair  ghabh  iad  an  casan  mar  urras, 
B'  e  'm  port  ciiiil,  '  Cha  till  sinn  tiiille.' 
Ach  's  meallta  so  a  thoirt  mar  shamhladh 
Air  Gàidheal  laochail  na  h-Alba. 

Ma  thèid  thu  riiisgte  troimh  thom  droighinn, 
'S  coiseachd  cas-lom  air  preas  cuiliun, 
Cadal  gun  lèiu'  air  an  fheanntaig, 
'S  racadal  itheadh  gun  draing  ort, 
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'S  usacUi  dliuit  sud  na  dol  a'  s;iionadli 

Friodhan  stailhm  Chiuntire. 

Ach  o'n's  coinliairle  's  nach  c^mhl•a!| 

Is  feiimaiche  's  an  am  g'  ar  seòladli, 

Mar  's  luglia  a  their  's  is  mo  a  ni  sinn 

'S  aim  is  àivde  a  bliitheas  gach  gnioiuh  dliu'iin. 

Tha  'n  so  da  f hear  dheug  de'  d'  cli'iirueau 

A  lean  riut  riamh  's  a  nis  n  ich  fag  thn  ; 

Tha  da  bhirlinn  aun  ad  chabhlach 

Co  maith  's  a  chuir  druim  air  fairge, 

Da  she-ramhach  dhionacli  làidir, 

'S  theid  sinne,  seisear  anns  gach  bàta, 

Faigli  slatan  iasgaich  agus  liontan, 

Aibh  osanach  is  eangacli  sgi-lobaidh, 

Theid  thu  ma  'n  cuairt  Cinntir'  mar  iasgair, 

'S  chi  thu  deas  a's  tuath,  mar  t'  iarrtas, 

Gach  port  is  tràigh,  gach  ùig  is  cala, 

Gach  caisteal,  tiir  is  bealach-faire  ; 

'S  ma  thig  iad  's  gu  'm  feòraich  iad,  Co  sinn, 

Tha  Gàidhlic  Arannach  aig  coig  dhinn, 

Is  triiiir  eile  a  bha  'n  Leoghas  'n  an  oige 

'N"  uair  dh'  iarr  na  Loclilannaich  coir  air  ; 

'S  aithne  dhuit  sinn.     Gabh  air  t'  adhart, 

Cha  chreid  mi  nach  soii'bhich  an  oidhirp." 

"  'S  maith  thu,  fhir  gliairg,"  arsa  Rùrach, 
"  Is  treise  foill  aig  am  na  dùbhlan. 
Beartaichaibh  Sron-nam-fuaradh, 
Le  Druim-direach  ghniomhach,  nac-h  d'fhuaradh 
A'  tiileadh  air  roinn  cholgach  rudha, 
'S  iomadh  tonn  a  sgoilt  i  dhuinne, 
Sruth  is  gaoth  da'n  d'thug  i  gualainn, 
Cha  'n  fhacas  fathast  seise  luatliais  dhi : 
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'S  mur  tig  Mac  Iain  Glieùir  g'  ar  tòraclid' 

Clia  ghlacar  le  luath's  ràr&vli  na  sèòl  i  I  " 

Gliluais  na  fir  thun  a'  'oliKx Jiiicli ,' 

'S  leag  iatl  an  airni  an  tdin-falaich. 

Fliuaradh  grad  an'àsaigdàsgaielij 

Uidheàm'gun  mheang  inar-'a  dh'  iairadli. 

Stiiiir  iad  troimli  'n  linlie  leathain,  dliondiain, 

O  Mhanainil  gu  corsa  Ckinntire, 

O'n  d'  thainig  an  naidheachd  mar  a  dli'innsear. 

Aq  Claonaig  fhasgach  nam  faoileann 

Leag  iad  an  acair,  's  phaisg  iad  aodach 

Gus  an  d'  eirich  grian  air  beanntan  Arainn, 

'S  an  cinn  fo  cliirb  nan  nenl  am  falach. 

Dh'  ambairc  Riirach  le  iogbnadh 

Air  aodainn  charaigeacb  nan  aonach 

Ag  eiridh  o  cbòmhnard  na  fairge, 

XJrsannau  iomalb  àrd  na  b-Alba, 

A  chuir  an  creacbadair  dàna 

lonann  's  mar  an  iimblachd  cbràbbaidb, 

Ged  a  cbuir  sruth  is  gaotb'n  a  dbeaiin  e 

Troimli  stuadban  gruamacli  Cbaolas-Bliranndain, 

'S  e  'faicinn  cladacb  glas  Cbinntirè,' 

Le  turaibb  aosda  mar  dliion  da 

An  sealladb  a  cheil'  air  gach  bearradb, 

Far  an  deàrrsadb  teine-rabbaidh, 

'N  uair  a  tbigeadh  naimbdean  nan  Gàidbeal, 

A  fliuair  an  uaigh  co  trie  's  a  tbàinig. 

Còrsa  sgolbacb,  geodbacb,  iargalt', 

A  cbuir  Rùracb  a  dùil  na  db'  iarr  e ; 

'S  mur  bitbeadb  combairle  a  cbàirdean 

Thilleadb  e  luath  mar  a  tbàinig, 

Le  gaoth  'n  an  siiiil,  's  ràimb  'g  an  sparradh, 
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Gu  diaii  an  iar  ag  iarraidli  ratliaiil 

G-u  loch  fasgach  Cliille-Cliiarain, 

Miami  nam  bard  's  na  chunnaic  riamh  e  ! 

Ràiuig  na  scoid  Cleit-a'-chaolaif:, 

Eadar  Eilean-dà-bh'àrr  a's  Creag-nam-faoiloann, 

Ob  fasgach,  is  gun  tonn  air  chidach. 

Thuirt  Gargan,  "So  an  t-àite.     Stadai1)h 

Gixs  an  cliiinnear  na-  's  àill  leil)h, 

'8  bhur  comhairle  m  'an  iarr  siun  fàidach 

Eadar  giallan  an  leòghainn 

A  's  trie  a  chagainn  ar  seòi'.sa. 

A  righ  Ath-cliath, — ort  an  lùireach  ! 

Glac  an  taoman  's  aom  do  chùlaobh. 

'S  tu  'nis  sgalag  a'  bhàta, 

'S  bi  bodhar  0  nach  d'fhuair  thu  Gàidhlic. 

Bidh  sinne  'smeideadh  riut  's  'ga  d'  sheoladh 

Mar  bhalbhan  bochd  nach  cluinn  ar  còmhradh. 

A  dhaoin-uaisl'  am  bheil  sibh  uile  toileach 

An  righ  a  chur  mar  so  am  folach  1 " 

Fhreagair  gach  fear,  "  Biodh  sin  mar  'tha  e  : 

Cha  'n  'eil  doigh  eil'  air  a  thoirt  sùbhailt." 

Gakgan. 
"Taobh  thall  d'an  charaig  so  air  fuaradh 
Chi  e  gur  maitli  dha  na  chual  e." 
Dh'  iomair  iad  m'  an  cuairt  an  rutha ; 
Ràinig  iad  Eilean-an-dà-chaolais, 
'S  dithist  fosgailt'  air  gach  taobh  dheth, 
Aon  diubh  h'ln  domhain,  fior-ghlan, 
'S  an  t-aon  eile  'tràgh'dh  's  a'  lionadh 
O  'n  linne  gu  bràighe  'chala 
Air  an  d'  ainmich  na  Gàidheil  am  bailc. 
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Thug  Eùracli  osann  tlirom  nacli  b'àbhaist, 

'N  uair  chunii'  e  'n  t-eilean,  b'  eagal  dasan  : 

Earra-Ghàiclhealaicli  mhòr  nan  casan  dearga, 

'N  an  sreathan  o  Lhile  na  fairge 

Air  lend  gach  troidh  an  seasadh  duine, 

O  ioclidar  na  creige  g'  a  mullach; 

Plathan  soills'  o  'n  airm  a'  deàrrsadh ; 

Srò]  air  a'  bhinneig  a  b'  àirde — - 

Bratacli  na  li-Alba,  seadh  a  mòrachd 

D'  an  dion  aon-adhai-cacli  a's  leògliann. 

Blia  slabhraidh  aibheiseacli  trast'  a'  chaolais, 

'S  a  cinn  's  a'  chreig  anns  gach  taobli  dheth. 

So  glas  a'  chala — stad  a  Rùraicli  ! 

Tha  cleachdainn  nan  Gàidheal  iir  dhuit ! 

GLIaodli  freiccadan,  "  Co  as  duibh  fhearaibh  ì 

'S  còir  gu  'n  tuig  sibh  bliur  mearachd : 

So  latlia-bretli  Rigli  'Alha, 

Tlia 'n  rathad  dùinnt'  air  tìr  's  air  fairge. 

Innsibli  co  às  duiUi:  so  an  t-òrdugli 

A  tliug  an  ceannard  's  an  àm  dhomhsa.' 

Gargan. 

"  lasgairean  sinne  o  Arainn, 

Tha  sinn  ceàrr  's  gun  'fliios  againn. 

Slàinte  's  buaidh  do  Rìgli  Coinneach, 

A'  cLroich  do  na  dh'  iai-ras  a  choire! 

Bu  duilicli  leinn  'òrdugli  a  bhristeadh, 

A  laoich  niliòir  a's  àirde  misneach." 

Dh'  iomair  iad  a  macli  gu  socair 

Ag  amharc  'n  an  dèigh,  's  clia  b'  ann  tosdacli, 

Ag  iolach  's  am  boineidean  'n  an  làmLan 

Mar  gu  'm  b'  èibhneas  dhaibh  an  t-àit'  ud. 
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Garoan. 
"  Tlia  siuu  fad  nan  i"unh  o 'ii  charaig, 
Greasaibh  gii  luath  as  an  t-sealladh. 
Ma  ghabhas  iad  amharus  ciod  e  sinn, 
Gheibh  sinn  an  gad  gun  stad  gun  reite. 
Chroch  iad  so  Greann  Mòr  Mac  lomhair 
A  ghlac  iad  latha  Ghliune-righ'sdail ; 
Gno-nan-ceann,  a's  Srachd-nan-sealblian, 
Da  bhrath'r  m'  athar  ; 
Ceud  d'  a  mhuiuutir,  's  iomadh  ccaunard 
Nach  d'  fliuair  fathast  an  eirie, 
A  thogar  gun  taing  'n  uair  a  theid  sinn 
'N  ar  buidlmean-creachaidh  feadh  na  diithclia. 
Bidh  neulan  toit'  gach  taobh  'g  an  tùchadh, 
Sleagh,  a's  tuagli,  a's  croich,  a's  teinne, 
'Toirt  aiclimheil  dliiubh  airson  na  's  leinne. 
Clia  dion  a'  chrea^-  iid  fad'  an  anail, 
Ged  's  lionmbor  iad,  is  sinne  ainneamh. 
Tha  la  eile  'tarruing  dliith  dhaibh 
A  bheir  Loclilaun  daibb  le  àireamli  dìibhlan 
Tha,  nis,  a  Righ  an  ceann-siai-  ad  shealladh  • 
Direach  mu  d'  choinnimh,  so  an  rathad. 
Chi  thu  Dun-abhavtaidh  's  na  th'  ann  diubh, 
Ach  's  gliocas  an  seachnadh  's  an  am  so. 
So  diithaich  nan  curaidh  garg  an  cònihail  ; 
Bheir  sinne  dhaibh  deannal  nan  sgòrnan  ! 
M'  eibhneas  an  tuagh  an  uair  a  chi  mi 
A  faobhar  a'  spreadadh  an  ciobhhxn, 
'S  troimh  bhuu  nan  tcang  's  gu  ciil  nan  cluasan, 
A'  d'loghladh  na  thug  iad  bhuainne  ! 
Le  sruth  a's  gaoth  a  nis  'n  am  fiibhar, 
Chuartaich  iad  a'  Mhaol  gun  fhàdal, 
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Gu  cladacli  an  taoibh  mu  tlmatli  dlii. 

Blia  'n  fhaii-ge  ciùiu  's  a'  ghaoth  gun  bhruaillean. 

Cliunn'  iad  Dun-sgeitheag  's  Dun-a'-chlacliaiu, 

'S  gach  j^ort  is  ùig  am  fad  an  astair 

'S  an  cuir  birlinn  a  saidh  air  fad  na  Learga, 

Ged  nach  do  mheiidaich  sud  an  earbsa, 

Bhi  coimeas  nam- fear  a  b'  fheàrr  a  bh'  aca 

Ri  calmaich  nan  ciilaidbean  breaca 

A  chunnaic  iad  air  feadh  nan  acLadh. 

'S  cuid  eir  air  bruthaichean  's  an  glacan 

A'  trusadh  chaoracb  thun  nan  cròidhean, 

'rf  an  crodli  aig  buachaillean  's  aig  oighean 

'G  an  iomain,  gu  li-eadradh,  dp  bhiiailtean, 

Na  minn  a'  mireag  airna  cluainteaii, 

Eòin  na  mara  'n  enisle  an  tràghaidli,' 

A'  glacadh  nan  iasg  meanbh  gun  aireamh, 

Faoileann  a'  clmeis  gLil  gun  smal 

Ag  itealaich,  a'  teacLd  's  a'  dol, 

No  'snàmb  nan  tounan  corracli,  barragheal, 

Stuadhan  fnaimneacli  na  fairge  ; 

Gaoth  o  'n  iar  a'  coinneachadh  sruth  rabhairt, 

Greann  chaoireacli  bàthaidh  a'  catbadh, 

A  chur  na  coimbich  bborb  an  iomagain, 

A'  teicbeadh  le  luatn's  sbeol  's  le  iomram, 

Do  Locb-an-Tairbeart  fasgach,  s.'ibbailt, 

Is  minic  a  tbug  fois  do  'n  ànrach. 

Tbuirt  Riiracb,  's  e  'g  eirigb,  "  A  dbaoin'  uaisle, 

Tba  mi  searbh  d'  an  liiiricb  fliuair  so  ; 

Tilgi]3h  i  an  grunnd  a'  bbàta, 

Gus  an  seas  mi  mar  a  b'àl)baist." 

Gargax. 
"  Tba  sin  barracbd  's  is  fbiach  t'  anail, 
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Far  am  lilieil  tliu  'iiochil  air  t'  aineol." 
Clia  b'  f  hada  clliaibli  mar  so  a'  labhairt, 
'X  uair  thàinig  freiceadan  a'  chalaidh, 
'S  dithist  air  ceann  na  cuidoachd, 
Colla  Mac-Dhòmhnuil  nam  buillean, 
Bho  Chruach  Chòrr-airidh.an  lie, 
'S  am  fear  eile  de  Ghàidheil.  Chiniitìre, 
EaclumnMac  Aonghais  mhpir  a'  .Chlachain, 
Laocli  a  chaidh  ainm  fad'  air  astar  ;  •  ■ ' 
■  Theireadh  each  ris, 
Fear  a  bu  ti-eise  de  na  Nialhuch  ! 
'N  uair  leag  na  h-iasgairean  an  acair, 
Thuii-t  e,  mar  so,  am  ])eagan  fhacal  : 
"  Co  sibh  ?  Thagaibli  sgeul  gun  dàil, 
'S  brigh  bhur  turuis  gu  tir  Mhic-Dbbmhnuill ; 
So  comhla  's  iuchair  Chinntire  ; 
'S  e  'n  i-ordiigh  gu  'n  innis  na  thig  's  na  tbòid 
An  dùthaich  's  an  cinneadb. 
Chuireadli  sinne  mar  urrais  g'  a  iarraidli, 
'S  fiacbau  so  nacb  faodar  ùiclieadh." 

Gargax. 

"  "S  tios  do  na  Gàidbeil  gu  leir, 

Fbir  threin,  gur  fior  do  chainnt 

'S  gu  'm  faigb  tbu  gun  taing  na  db'  iarr  tbu, 

Smajbd  Mbic-Dbòmbnuill  'n  a  tbir  fein, 

'S  nacb  eiginn  idir  do  na  càirdean  . 

A  bbi  dba  mar  a  bba  sinn,  dileas. 

lasgairean  sinn  o  Ai'ainn  ; 

C'biiir  fuadacb-mara  sinn  an  taobb  so  ; 

Cbuartaicli  sinn  a  ^Nlliaol  's  a'  mbadainn 

Gun  tonn  air  a  buinne,  's  a  b-ucbd 
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Ri  speuvan  gorm  gnii  neul, 

A's  fèitli  a'  iiochdadh  a  h-àilleaclid. 

Air  a  cladach,  an  taobh  imi  thuath  dhi, 

Dli'  èiricli  fras  fhuaraidh  o  'n  iar, 

Garbhan  borb  nach  gabhadh  stad. 

Ruitli  siuii  air  fad  na  linne  gliàbhaidh, 

Stiùir  'g  a  gleidheadh,  's  siùil  'g  an  togail, 

'S  raiudi  a'  cur  cubliar  m'  an  bhòrd  a  b'  àù-de. 

Tha  sLnn  a  nis  sàbliailt  aig  talla  bàigheil 

Rìgh  Innse-Gall  :  cba  'n  iomi-adh  gainne  d'  a  nihuiniitir. 

An  ceadduinn  na  birlinnean  a  tharuinn  trast  an  Tairbeart  Ì 

Tha  Mhaol  scarbh  a  dhol  'n  a  còmhail." 

Eachunn, 

"  Bu  gharbh  a  h-anail  an  dingli  'g  ur  ruagadh, 

Thar  dromannan  gruamach  domhain,  colgach. 

Is  cead  duibh  na  birlinnean  a  tharruinn 

Gu  loch  eararach  an  Tairbe:iit  : 

Arannaieh,  luchd-leanmhuiuu  Alliic  Dhòmhnuill, 

Fasgadh  a's  biatachd  an  coir  Miuainn." 

Thog  na  aeòid  Sron-na-fnaradli 

Air  an  guaillean  le  sàr-ghreim  calmachd, 

'S  Bruim-direach  'n  a  deigh, 

A  leag  iad  reidh  's  an  loch  chumhann 

An  taoljh  an  ear  do  mhuineal  Chinntire  moire, 

Co  luath  's  a  dhruid  neòil  na  h-oidhche 

Mil  ghathan-soillse  lochran  nan  spenr, 

Thog  na  coimhich  gharg  na  siiiil 

Air  barraibh  nan  siigh  's  an  linne  rompa 

Gu  Arainn  nan  iomradh  sean. 

O'n  cheann  deas  deth  ghabh  iad  cùrsa 

'S  eai(al  na  croiche  'g  an  ruagadh — 
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Gild  ruighinn  .seilidi  ('liinntìie 

A'  diosgail  'n  an  cluasan. 

Aon  eagal  eile,  ach  croieli  na  li-Alba, 

Cha  robli  air  talamli  no  air  fairge 

Aig  an  t-senrs'  lul.      Garg  mar  mhadadli  alluidh 

An  dùthcba,  an-iochdmhor  mar  mhath-gliandiainn 

Tuathach  an  I^ochlann  fuar  an  t-sneaclul, 

'S  a  shoe  am  bian  a  chreiche, 

Acras  a's  gairge  nàduir  'g  a  stuigeadh — 

Riochd  nan  creachadairean  borb  ud. 

Ràinig  iad  Manainn  gun  doclumn, 

'S  dh'  fhàg  sud  romliainu  letli  an  s^feinl. 
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Tlie  second  part  of  the  poem,  opens  with  "an  account  of  the  arrival  at 
Sunadale  of  tlie  King  of  the  Isle  of  Man,  ■who  comes  with  a 
saVl  story  of  how  Kurach  burned  and  destroyed  his  kingdom.  A 
few  hrave  Scottish  .Highlanders — such  as' Ailean-nan,-Sòp',from 
Mull,  Mac  Iain  Ghearr  from  Sunart,  and  others — take  refifge  in  a 
cave  in  the  north  end  of  the  Isle  of  Man;  'they  are ''joined  Ly 
Gregor  MacGregor  from  Cowal,  who  was  driven  b.y  stress'.oLtvfealher 
to  Man.  They  make  friends  with  M'Dougall,  the  admiral  of 
Ruraeh's  fleet,  whd  was  carried  awayin  his  youth  and  'reared  as  a 
Scandinavian,  but  who  •lieve'r  lost  his  love .  for  , 'his  oppressed 
countrymen  and  his  hatred  of  their  ojipressors.  ,  He  tui-ns- traitor 
to  Rurach  and  aids  in  setting  fire  to  Rurach's  stronghold.  After  a 
desperate  fight  with  Rnra<-h's  guard,  whom  they  all  slay,  they  set  out 
to  acquaint  the  Cantyre  fnilss  of  tin.'  intended  raid.  This,  however, 
was  done  by  the  King  of  M,iii  ;ili\ady.  Gregor  goes  to  Cowal  to 
gather  his  clan.  The  Cantyvu  people  all  gather.  Feats  of  great 
stren.nth  are  being  done  by  way  of  exercise,  wh^n  the  bagjiipes  of  the 
Isliiy  and  Cowal  hosts  are  heard  sounding  in  the  distance.  They  are 
welcomed  and  led  to  the  field  where  they  intend  to  wait  the 
enemy  Eurach  and  his  host  arrive.  They  get  a  warm  reception 
and  are  thoroughly  thrashed  and  fly  in  terrible  confusion.  It 
may  be  interesting  to  know  that  the  Bard  has  taken  the  names  of 
the  decent  farmers  and  cottars  who  lived  in  the  district  in  1865, 
and  transformed  them  into  bi-ave  chieftains  of  the  olden  time.  — R.B. 


Ax  darà~Earp:ann. 
Seaclulainn  a's  la  'n  a  dlieigh, 
Bha  Mac-Iclie  Shunadail 
Aig  cladacli  poi't  an  aiiim  \\d, 
An  sàmhchaii'  madainn  a'  Mliàigli, 
'S  a'  clii'uitheaclid  'n  a  ]i-àilleaclid  gach  taobli ; 
Saoghal  nan  Insan  a'  còmhdach  nam  bniach  ; 
An  fhairge  an  siiaimbneas  sith', 
Oun  tonn  ri  tir  's  a  li-nclid  mar  sgathan, 
A'  deaiTsadh  ri  copan  cian  nan  speur, — 
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Sealladh  uacli  annus  do  na  (lauUieil, 

'S  iiiich  eòl  do  chàcli  nach  faca  rianili  e. 

Dli'  amliairc  am  fear  ninr  i-i  imiii-, 

'tS  chunnaic'e,  'teachd  aii'  si-uth  a'  cliaulais, 

Birlinn  fhada  le  sè  raiuili  dUcu^^ 

Is  fear  'g  a  stiiiradli  's  e  'm  breacan  lio^liail  iia  li  Allja. 

Elia  crann  àrd  'n  a  meadhon, 

A's  leògbami  dearg  am  brataioh  leatliainn, 

Air  fiamh  an  òir  gun  smal, 

A'  srannail  ri  cèabliar  nan  oiteag 

A  thog  gluasad  na  birlinn, 

A'  sgoltadh  an  t-sruitli  Ic  neait  iomrani, 

'S  i  'ruitli  gun  fhiaradli  air  Port  Sluuiadail. 

Leag  na  coigricb  gun  dàil  an  acair 

Far  am  fac'  iad  feai-  àrd 

Le  fàilte  'teacLd  'n  an  còndiail  ; 

'S  labhair  le  gutb  duineil, 

"Sonas  do  tliurus  nan  Gàidheal, 

Bhur  beatha  gu  Dun-sgolb  I 

Cha  doirbh  dhuibli  'fhaotainn 

An  taobh  so  bhos  d'  an  aonacli  uaine. 

A  dliaoin-uaisle  tliigibh  gu  m'  àite ; 

Biiaidh  a's  slàinte  dhuibli  mar  dh'iarraiini."' 

Gliluais  na  fir,  triuir  a's  tiiiiir, 

'S  an  ceaunard-ruin  air  an  làimh  dheis, 

'8  Mac-Iche  mòr  'n  a  cheann-iùil, 

Gu  Caraig-an-Dùin  nach  faighear  'aois. 

Dh'  fhosgail  feai'-faire  'n  dorus  iaruinn, 

Eadar  an  da  clireag,  's  an  robh  an  s;is 

A  liigadau  làidir  gun  mheirgeadh 

Re  iomadh  linn,  's  a  gldèidh  na  Cinntirioh 

Le  cruadal  air  iomadh  faiche, 


An  iomairt  gbarg  nan  cath  trie 

A  chur  lamh  dbeas  na  li-Alba, — 

Rudha  nan  da  ghleann  deiig  a  dli'  àraich  roinn 

De  chcnspuinn  gun  fhoill  Earraghàidheal. 

Cliaidh  a'  chuideachd  le  modh  uaislean 

Do  slieòmai"  uacbdrach  nan  cuii'm, 

Far  an  d'  thubhairt  an  ceannard  og 

Am  briathran  stòlda  ri  Mac-Iclie: — 

"Mar  urram  do  chleaclidamli  nan  Gàidheal, 

So  an  t-àm  's  an  coir  dliuinn  innseadh 

Co  sinn,  is  aobhar  ar  turuis, 

O'n  thug  thu  cuireadh  dliuinn  gun  iarraidh 

Gu  aoidheachd  fliialaidh  ceann-feadhna. — 

'S  mise  Griogair,  Mac  Dbòmlinuill  Ailpeinich, 

Rigli  Mhanainn.     Sgeula  creach  a's  ainneart 

A  tha  againn  ri  innseadh ;  fògradh  gun  iochd 

An  casgradh  gleachd  ri  nàimhdean  lionmhor, 

A  dli'fhàg  sinn  gun  tir,  gun  ni,  gun  daoine, 

Am  mios  deireannacli  an  Earraicli  so  dh'fhalljh; 

Gun  fios,  gun  rabhadh, 

Thàinig  madainn  an  àmhghair, 

A  thug  an  sealladh  cabhlach  nam  borb, 

Làn  sluaigh,  d'  an  suaicheantas  tuagh  a's  teine  ; 

Ai-mailt  mara  is  tire  Riiraich  nan  creach 

O  Ath-cliath  an  Eirinn. 

Dh'  aithnich  m'  athair  bratach  dhubh  an  fhithich 

Ghairm  e  ghillean  gu  crois  tàra, 

Rabhadh  nan  Gàidheal  ri  am  eiginn  ; — 

Dli'  eirich  iad  uile  mar  aon  fhear; 

Thàinig  iad  gu  aonacli  uaigneach 

Mar  a  fhuair  iad  an  òrdugh  ; 

Dh'  iarr  m'  athair  cabhhich  Mhanainn 
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A  thoirt  gu  cladach  a'  cliiiui  tuatli, 

'S  na  h-aosmlioir,  miiathan  a's  claim 

Aiseag  gus  a'  cheàrn  a  b'  fhaisge  dli-Albainn, 

Gallamha  fo  sgeith  nan  tonn, 

Talamh  nan  sonii  nach  do  strioclid. 

Liiidir,  dileas,  gun  fhoill, 

Cliaidh  sinn  gun  mhoille  'n  dùil  nam  borl>. 

Fichead  ni'  an  aon  blia  iad  ruinn. 

Clioinnich  sinn  iad  an  tuinn  a'  cliladaich, 

Sin  ainneamh  's  iadsan  lionmlior. 

Cha  d'  fhuair  sinn  dion  acli  fuil  nan  Gàidheal. 

A  sheas,  mar  an  àbhaist,  gun  aomadh, 

Gus  an  do  sgaoil  neoil  na  h-oidhche 

An  dubliar  thar  soillse  nan  speur. 

B'  eiginn  gluasad  gu  ciil  cruaich  a  bha  dliith, 

Far  an  robh  a'  chomh-stri  ùr  's  a'  mhadainn. 

Ghleidh  sinn  bealach  an  sgrios. 

Cha  b'fliios  do  na  nàimhdean  ar  n-àireanih, 

Cha  do  ghearain  aon  aois  no  sgios, 

Ghearradh  a  sios  sinn  's  cha  b'  ann  gun  eirig ; 

Thuit  sinn  gu  leir  ach  da  fhichead  's  aon. 

Bha  'n  gleannan  'n  a  chaochain  dhearg 

An  uair  a  dh'  fhalbh  sinn 

Troimh  'n  doire  sgidleach 

Gu  birlinn  Mhic  Iain  Gheàrr  an  ob  uaigneach, 

Curaidh  uaibhreach  a  sheas  am  blàr  leinn, 

Leathaineach  lùidir,  gaisgeil,  dileas; 

'S  fhear-cinnidh  Eigh  na  misnich, 

Ailein-nan-Sop, 

A  sheas  's  a  bhòidich,  '  Cha  'n  fliùg  mi  Manainn 

Gun  lasair  a  chur  ri  Eùrach  ; 

Cha  dion  uamha  no  tùr  am  meirleach  ! 
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rhir  cliinnidli,  fan  a's  gabli  na  thig,  .  ;. 

Croich,  Liodag,  no  tnagli  's  do  cheann  air  ealaig, 
Mur  an  dean  an  cladacli  ar  teàrnadli'.  '  ' 

Mac  Iaix  Ghearr. 
'  Fanaidli  gus  an  anail  mu  dheireadh  ; 
Cha  toir  an  t-eagal  dhuinn  bàirlinn, 
'S  mur  am  faigh  sinn  èirig  gheibh  sinn  naigheaehd 
A  bheir  sinn  thairis  do  na  bràithrean  ! ' 
Chaidh  an  dithist  do  iiamha  nam  fear  ; 
Ràinig  sinne  Gallamha  gai'bh  an  fhraoich  ; 
'S  Mahainn,  gun  daoine,  fo  chìs  nàmliaid, 

Dà  latha  'n  a  dhèigh, 
Chunnaic  ceatharnaich  na  h-uarolia 
Fear  a'  gluasad  feadh  nan  creag,  's  e  'g  èisdeaehd, 
Mar  gu  'm  b'  èiginn  leis  anail  a  chluinntinn. 
Bha  'choslas  is  àirde  ciatach 
Mar  Fhiannach,  an  toiseach  feachd, 
A'  brosnachadh  chàich  is  iad  'n  a  dlièigh 
A'  dol  do  'n  eug-bhoil'  le  Righ  Alba. 

AlLEIN. 

So  coslas  fear-tòi'achd  a'  tighinn, 
'S  èiginn  e  thilleadh  leis  an  stàilinn. 

Mac  Iain'  Ghearr.' 
'S  math  a  thuirt  thii,  fhir-chinnidh, 
'S  eiginn  a  thilleas  am  fear  àluinn. 
Faigh  dithist  eile  co  math  ruinne, 

'Sfear  a  thuilleadhjach  co  a  chòig  an  taobh  so'Chruachan 
A  bheir  a  shuaicheantas  gu  làr  dheth  V 

AlLEAN. 

'  Tha  thu  '"  a  aithneachadh  ? '. 
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Mac  Iain-  Ghkariì. 
Slicaeliaiiiu  lui  i;  gus  a  so  mar  mo  cliomas  :' 
Bu  trie  a  blia  e  'g  am  iarraidh 

'N  uair  a  thug  mi  '/i  dubh  's  an  doim  'a  an  clar  leaiu. 
Falbh  a  sios  is  gabh  a  sgoul  ; 
Is  feàrr  cUia  sinu  feiii  na  E-iiracli, 
ISIortair  briiideil  gun  iochd  gun  daomiaclid'. 

A I  lean  (Ris  a'  choujruicii). 
'  Fàilte  dliuit,  a  dhuin'-uasail  ; 
Co  dbiubli  a  's  fear-cuairt  tlm,  na  fear  eulach  \ ' 

CoKiREACir. 

'  Tha  mi  air  chuairt  gun  teagamh, 

'S  gun  agam  acli  beagan  g'  am  chomlinadh 

Ged  a  tbigeadh  foirneart  am  rathad. 

'S  Earragbàidhealach  tbusa,  tuigear  a  chuid  ud, 

Le  fear-duthcha  aii"  cladach  aineoil, 

Faondi'acb,  's  an  nàmhaid  borb 

A'  tòrachd  na  dh'  fhalljh,  's  a'  inort  na  dli'  fhati'. 

Ailean. 
'  'S  Earragbàidhealach  thusa,  fhir  na  deaschainnt ) 
'S  CO  nach  seasadli  leat  mar  t'  iarrtas  ] 
Ged  nach  aithne  dhuinn  co  'n  treubh 
O'n  d'  èirich  am  fear  treun  'tha  'n  so  'n  a  aonar." 

COIGREACH. 

Their  iad  Griogair  Mòr  nam  Bo  rium 

An  Còmhall  far  an  d'  fhuair  mi  m'  àracli. 

Co  'n  fldne  o  'n  sloinnear  thusa  \ — 

B'olc  learn  fear  do  ghuth  mar  nùmhaid  ! 

Ach  gabh  do  roghaiun, — fi'iilte,  no  faobhar  an  fhir  so  !' 
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AlLEAN. 

'  Thogadli  mi  'n  talla  ceann-tighe 

Nach  beag  iomradli — Torrloisg  am  Muile  ; 

Ailean  nan  Pop,  fear  gun  rath 

A  tlia  agad  mar  charaid — co  do  nàmliaid  Ì 

Thig  a  nios  a's  gabh  ar  biatachd  ; 

Na  diùlt ;  tha  fear  ri  d'  chiil  is  feàrr 

Na  mise — Mac  Iain  Gheàrr, 

D'  an  duthchas  Suaineart, 

'S  nach  aineolach  am  buailtean  Chòmhaill  ; 

'S  ged  is  iomadh  toir  a  chuir  thu  riamh  air, 

Gheibh  thu  e  gun  iaiTaidh.      So  an  t-àite'. 

Griogair. 
'  An  ceatharnach  treun,  uasal, 
'S  beag  a  chuireas  ruaig  no  tòir  air  ; 
'S  air  son  na  thug  e  uamsa,  fàsaidh  tuilleadh  ; 
'S  duin'  6  dh'  aindeoin  gach  fàilinn  ; 
Bu  duilich  leani  'fhàgail  am  bealach  cuinhann'. 
Thog  Griogair  cirb  a  bhreacain 
Mar  'g  a  cheartachadh  m'an  cuairt  air, 
Sanas  a  chunnaic  ditliis  air  an  uilinn 
An  glacag  dhiomhair  's  iad  ag  èisdeachd 
Ri  còmhradh  nam  fear  mar  a  chualas. 
Cha.b'  fhuaim  gun  seadh  an  seanachas, 
Cùis  a  dliearbhadh  an  ùine  gheàrr. 

Ailean. 
'  Co  iad  so  1 ' 

Griogair. 
'  Tha  'n  so  mo  chomh'alt  riinach, 
Griogair  bg  Loch  Ruadhail ; 
'S  am  fear  mor  glas  ud  eile,  Dùghallach 
O  'n  Ghallanaich  ;  cha  'n  ùr  an  seanachas.' 
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AlLKIX. 

'  A  dhaoiu-uaisle,  so  an  dacliaidh  fliuar 

A  til'  again  dliuibli.'     'ÌS^  uair  dliirich  iad 

Am  bearradli  sleamhain  gu  fosgladh  na  li-uamlia, 

Bu  ghreiiu  luitli  a's  faicill, 

Le  làmlian  is  casan  is  misneach, 

A  blieireadli  gun  chlisgeadli  iad 

Do  uamha  nam  fear  làidir  o  sheaii 

Nach  d'  fliuair  Riirach  no  'mhuinntir, 

'S  nach  b'  fhios  do  aon  eile 

Ach  teaglilach-i-logliail  INllianainn 

Gus  an  latlia  tlia  thu  cluinntinn. 

Mac  Iain  Ghearr. 
'  Tliig  a  nios,  fliii-  mhòir  nam  buailtean  ; 
Do  bheatha  !     Ciod  e  chuir  ruaig  nan  tonn  ort  Ì 
"S  duilich  learn  gur  fior  nach  urrainn  mi 
Do  chuireadh  ach  gu  suidheag  na  h-uamha, 
'S  sinn  air  chuairt  innte  le  cbeile  : 
Cluinneam  do  sgeul  is  t'  ànradh.' 

Griogair, 
*  Bha  mo  chonih'alta  's  mise 
'S  a  bhirlinn  bliig  so  shios  ; 
Dh'fhàg  sinn  tlr  am  Port  Pharaig, 
A  dhol  gu  h-àit  a  bha  dlùth  do  1  limh  ; 
Ghlac  sinn  na  ràimh,  gun  diiil  ri  cruadal  ; 
Shèid  gaoth  fhuaraidh  is  cur  sneachd  ; 
Chain  sinn  an  rathad  gun  fios  c'àit'. 
B'  e  'n  de  an  treas  latha  dhuinn, 
Gun  bhiadh,  gun  uisge,  gun  fliurtachd, 
Ach  dùil  ri  bàs  tiamhaidh, 
Gus  an  d'  fhuair  sinn  iarrtas  crùbhach. 
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'N  iiair  shoillsich  grian  iia  madainn  an  dè, 

Chunnaic  sinn  am  fearann  so. 

Bha  TXìO  bhràthair  treun,  gun  mheataclid  ; 

Chuidich  mi  e  mar  mo  dhìirachd. 

Ràinig-  sinn  am  port  beag  so  thall ; 

Bha  'm  fear  glas,  garbh  so  air  mo  làimli  dlieis, 

'G  ar  feitheamli  le  dealas  bràithreil  ; 

Thuig  e  mar  bha  sinn  gun  ùin'  innseadh  ; 

Fhuair  sinn  beatha  's  dion  o'n  laoch  bhàigheal. 

E.Ì  sohis  na  gealaich  chunnaic  sinn 

An  àrfhaich  oilteil  sin  shuas — 

Sealladh  duaichnidh !  na  cuirp  lionmhor 

A  leag  sibh  an  deannal  garg  nan  cruachan  domhain. 

Bu  lionmhor  iad  roimhidh,  's  furasd  innseadh  ; 

'S  mor  'ur  gniomh  cha  teirig  cliù  dhuibli  ; — 

Mo  sgeula  tursach,  cor  nan  Gàidheal  ! 

A  cheannaird,  tlioir  sgeul  dhuinn  gun  dàil  air  Riirach, 

'S  do  cliomhairl'  am  bi  dùil  ri  dioghladli.' 

DUGHALLACH. 

'  Tha  mise  's  an  am  'n  a  sheirbheis  ; 

'S  ciiis  shearbh  a  thoirt  deth  na  dli'  iarr  thu. 

Cha-n  'eil  fear  an  diugh  beò 

Is  fearr  colas  air  na  mise,  na  bu  trice 

Sheas  r'a  ghuallainn  le  teine  's  tuagh 

An  criochan  Eirinn. 

Dh'  fhuadaichcadh  m'  athair  'n  a  dhuin'  òg 

A  diithaich  Mhic-Aoidh 

An  taobh  tuath  na  h-Alba,  do  Lochlann. 

Bha  mo  mhàthair  is  coignear  eile 

Leis  's  a'  bhirlinn.     Cha  robh  mi  acli  tri_miosan 

An  uair  a  ràinicj  iad  tir  nam  borb  s^nu  : 
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Thogadli  mi  gus  a  so  'a  am  rmxif;. 

An  uah-  a  chruinnicli  Rùiach  fheachd 

A  clhol  do  dh-Eirinn, 

Rinn  e  ceannard-ceud  dliiom  'n  a  chal)hlacli ; 

Fhuair  mi  rithist  Ian  chcannas  an  fheachd  mhara. 

Cha  robh  mi  'n  cath  na  deisinn  sin  thall  ; 

'S  e  'n  cabhlach  mo  chiiram. 

Fhuair  mi  òrdugh  an  de  an  caladh  so  fhaireadh  ; 

An  uair  a  chuidich  mi  na  bràthrean, 

'S  theirinn  ribhse,  aon  a's  uile, 

Teichibh,  a's  innsibh  do  na  Gcàidheil 

Gu  'm  bheil  Riirach  a'  tighinn,  le  feachd  lionmhor 

Air  tir  's  air  fairge,  'ghlacadh  Chinntire, 

Gniomh  a  bhios  fad'  an  seanachas. 

Seasaibh  mar  bhur  n-athraichean  treun  ; 

Tha  làtha  nan  creuchd  am  fagus  ! ' 

AlLEIN. 

'A  cheannaird,  an  leig  thu  mise  gu  Dun-cholg 

Fo  dhubhar  na  h-oidhche  's  an  innis  thu  dhomh 

C'  àite  'm  faigh  mi  cònlach  no  connadh 

A  thogas  an  lasair  chaoireach, 

M'  an  sgaoil  sinn  na  siiiil  a  theicheadh  thairis  ] ' 

DUGHALLACII. 

'  Gheibh  thu  na  dh'  iarr  thu, 

Sopan  fodair  a's  fraoich 

Cho  math  's  a  sheid  gaoth  gu  si-adan  dearg  ; 

Cuir  fras  dhiubh  ri  earljall  Riu-aich  ! 

Coinnich  mis'  aig  a'  chreagan  bhreac  so  shuas, 

'S  gheibh  thu  na  chual'  thu  's  mo  chomhnadh  ; 

A  laoich  bi  'd  Ian  armachd, 

'S  gun  fios  CO  tha  sealg  's  an  oidhche 
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Le  brdugli  Rùraicli. 

A  dhaoin'-uaisle,  biodh  a'  bhirlinn  ullamli  ; 

Cha  blii  fàtli  fuiricli  ami  an  deigli  snd.' 

Choinnich  Ailein  'fhear-rùin 
Aig  Càrn  Mhic-Dhùghaill, 
Mar  a  their  an  seanachas  ; 
Gliluais  an  dithis  gu  Dun-cholg 
'S  an  dorcha  's  gun  leus  air  speur  ; 
Thàinig  iad  gu  fosgladh  cumhann, 
Aig  bonn  bruthaich  an  uaigneas  sàmhach. 

DUGHALLACH. 

'  So  an  t-àite  ;  tha  chuis  mar  d'  iarrtas  ; 
Tha  'n  ceann  so  d'  an  tùr  de  dharach  tiorani, 
'S  gun  uisge  dlùth  ach  aon  tobar  beag 
An  cùl  na  li-aitreibh. 
Faigheadh  an  teine  aon  uair  greiin, 
'S  cha  d'  thàinig  thar  fairg  a  Lochlann 
Na  chaisgeas  i :  loisgear  gu  gual 
Cnàmhan  na  fàrdaich,  's  na  th'  innte.' 

Ailein. 
'  Ceangail  an  snàthain  casta  so  ri  ui'  cliluais, 
'S  tarruing  e  a  thoirt  sanais  dhomh 
Ma  thig  an  luchd-fair'  ort  's  thu  'd  aonar  ; 
'S  olc  ciiis  aoin  am  measg  àireamh.' 
Ràinig  Ailein  an  dorus  daraich, 
'S,  mar  a  thuirt  a  charaid  ris,  fhuair  e  ; 
Chuir  e  chual  ris  a'  chòmhla  ; 
Bha  sop  lasrach  o  'n  laimh  gun  mhearachd 
Am  priobadh  na  sùl'  ris  na  gasan  tioram  ; 
Thill  e  mach  gun  diiil  ri  coinneachadh 
E,i  fichead  fear  de  mhuinntir  Rùraich 
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An  lagan  uaigneach, 

Nach  cuala  's  nach  faca  Ailcin,  ach,  a'  faire 

Mar  ordugh  cogaidh  ; 

Cùnihail  gharbh  do  'n  ditliis  lliveini 

D'  am  b'eiginn  comlirag,  no  'n  glacadh  beo 

Gu  bus  gun  iochd. 

Chunnaic  iad  airin  nam  borb  a'  duarrsadh 

Ri  leus  na  h-oidliclie. 

DUGIIALLACII. 

'  Ciod  e  nis,  a  Mliic-TIiorr-loisg  ; 

Tlioir  an  t-òrdugh, 

Tha  mise  le  denin  aig  do  sheirbheis.' 

AlLEIX. 

'  jNIo  sgiatli  luidir  !  tha  tliu  'n  so  ; 

An  ainm  Righ  Coinneach  's  nan  Gàidheal 

Bitheamaid  annta  ! ' 

Sheas  an  dithis  £o  sgiirr  na  caraige, 

'S  an  fhichead  fear  garg  'g  am  bualadh, 

Namhaid  a'  tuiteam  leis  gach  buille, 

'S  an  da  churaidh  gun  leòn, 

Gus  an  do  thuit  na  fiadh-dhaoine 

Gun  chomas  tori'achd  no  buille. 

Luidh  iad  uile  's  an  lagan  uaine, 

'8  toirm  nan  tonn,  le  monmhor, 

A'  seinn  coronaich  fhuair, 

'S  am  full  a'  traoghadh. 

Rùinig  na  gaisgich  am  bràthrean, 

'S  a'  bhirlinn  'n  a  h-uidheam  : 

Ghabh  iad  an  uidhe  troimh  'n  linne  dhomhain, 

Gu  còrsa  na  h-Alba,  is  gaoth  is  fairge 
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'G  an  luasgadh — tonnan  fuaimneach 
Nach  ciùinich  tieise  'n  duine — 
'S  faoin  na  's  urrainn  e  's  a'  gliniomli  ud. 
An  uair  a  shoillsich  a'  mhadainn, 
Sheinn  Ailean,  's  e  aix'  ràmh-guaillne, 
An  duan  beag  so  air  f  uaim  clàrsaich  : 

'  Tha  'n  linne  so  buan, 

'S  fhad'  a  chithear  thu  shuas, 

A  thalainih  ghleannaich 

Nan  ruadh-bhoc  siiiblilach. 

Ged  tha  Manainn  fo  chis, 

'S  a  laoich  air  tuiteam  's  an  strith, 

Tha  thus'  is  do  Righ  gun  mhiithadh. 

'K  uair  tLig  na  Lochlannaich  gliarg, 

Gun  bliàigh  ri  beo  no  ri  inarbh, 

Theid  biodag  chlaiseach  'n  an  sealbhan,  's  i  riiisgte  ! 

'S  bidh  liigh  nan  arm*  so  ri  m  thaob]i, 

An  làimh  nan  curaidh  nach  aom, 

'S  ged  'thig  buillean  gach  taobh  cha  Kib  e ; 

Ged  a  chluinnear  nuallartaich  shearbh 

Nam  borb  a'  tighinn  le  colg, 

Bheir  suinn  nam  boinneidean  gorm  dhaibh  diibhlan! 

Ach  cliii  mo  ranntachd  a'  cliual 

Sopan  deàrrsach  nam  buadh 

Air  an  leitir  a  bhuain  an  Dùgh'lach  ! 

A  laoich  làidir  gun  cheilg, 

Beatha  bhuan  dhuit  gun  mheirg  ; 

Dh'  fhàg  thu  'n  sud  an  ton-ruadh  air  Riiraich  ! ' 
Dh'  orduich  m'  athair,  Eigh  IVIhanainn  duinn 
Teachd  a's  innseadh  gun  dàil 
Gu  'm  bheil  an  nàrahaid  fuileach  ud  a'u  òrdugh, 
*  An  claidheamh  mòr. 
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'S  ma 'n  luidh  griaii  da  sheaclidainn, 
Bidli  e  Ic  'fheaclid  air  an  tràigli  so. 

SUNADAIL. 

'S  mnv  do  sgciil  a  iiiliic  Ri'j;h  Mhanainn  ; 
Cha  'n  fliada  bliuainn  la  na  dcuchainn. 
Bidli  faobhar  ri  feusaig  's  sleagh  ri  cut  as  ! 
Chi  thu  cinn-flieadhn'  a  clieàni  so  ; 
■Gheibh  siuu  an  comhairle, 
M'  an  ruith  crois-tàra  feadh  nan  gleann 
A  clivuinneachadh  nan  clann  gu  cath, 
Laoich  nach  stad  le  ag  no  eagal ; 
Oha  chilis  an-teagarnh  an  gniondisan  ! 
Thàinig  air  toiseach  nan  ceannard, 
Mac-Mhaoilein  Mòr  a'  Chnaip 
Air  chuairt  an  Grob-phort, 
'S  Mac-Caluni,  Dòmhnull  Lag-an-fheòir, 
'8  Diiibhneach  Bhracluinn 
Bho  ghleann  cas  nam  prt'asan  trie, 
""S  Mac-Alasdair  Thigh-na-luachrach, 
Sgiobair  cruadalach  de  Chlann-Dòmhnuill. 
Chuala  na  niaithean  an  sgeul ; 
Dh'  iarr  iad  gu  leir  crois-tàra 
A  ruith  gu  Càradail  an  toiseach, 
A's  as  a  sin  da  fhear  dheug  taghta 
A  dhol  feadh  gacli  ce.irn, 
'S  air  cunnart  bàis  each  a  dh'  ('irigh 
A  thoirt  an  sgeoil  air  fad  na  diithcha, 
'S  bantrach  Mhie-Dhòmhnuill 
Le  'macan  fo  chùram  na  Fine 
A  ehur  do  Dhun-a'-Chlachain, 
'S  muinntir  a'  Chinn-shiar 
A  ehur  leth-cheud  fear  do  Dhiin-abhartaidh 
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A  glileidlicacUi  baidea]  àrd  Clilann-Dhoniluuiil] ; 

'S  gacli  m  diubh  sin  an  ainrii  an  oighre, 

'S  na  daoin'  a  choinneachadh  gun  dàil 

Air  faiche  Bhracluinn  'n  an  Ian  arniachd, 

'S  Mac-Ionmliuinn  Thigh-nan-corn 

A  chur  Dhun-Charadail  an  uidheam  seisdidh, 

'S  na  birlinnean  o  'n  Mhaoil  gu  Loch-an-Tairbeart 

A  bhi  aig  tràigh  Shùnadail  an  òrdugh  cogaidh, 

'S  Dun-Sgiobnais  a  ghleidheadh  na  th'  ami 

Gus  an  tig  am  sgaoilidh  gu  cath  na  faiche, 

Ma  chuireas  an  nàmhaid  sinne  'n  eiginn  cunnairt ; 

Tein'-eiginn  a  lasadh  air  Beinn-an-tuirc 

A  thoirt  rabhaidh  do  mhuinntir  He  's  Chonihail, 

Clann-Dòmhnuill  gu  leir  le  'n  luchd-leanmhainn 

A  theachd  a  dhion  an  leanabain,  oiglir'  an  cinnidli. 

Mac-Mhaoilein. 
Co  theid  a  dh-fhaireadh  na  linne 
M'  an  tig  na  nàiuihdean  oirnn  gun  fhios  ? 

OlfiHRE  MlIAXAINN. 

Tha  sin  deant'  a  dhaoin'-uaisle  ; 

Mac-Iain-Gheàrr  le  'sgioba  treun, 

Ghabh  e  air  fein  a'  chùis  sin. 

Cha  ghluais  Rùrach  clàr  o  'n  chladach 

Naeh  faigh  sibli  rabhadh  o  'n  fhear  ainmeil  ; 

Bidh  e  'n  so  truth  gu  leòir 

A  dh-aindeoin  na  tha  beò  dhiubli 

Am  Manainn  thiirsach. 

Mar  sgaoth  bheachan  o  'n  sgeap  ; 
A'  cruinneachadh  air  geug  an  comhail, 
B'  ionnann  jfineachan  da  glileaini  deug  Chinntire 
A'  tional  as  gach  ceàrn ; 
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Gais<i;icli  (le  gach  ainni, 

'S  Faiche  Bhracluiun  anus  gach  beul, 

'G  an  ceangal  ri  cheile  mar  aon ; 

Na  birlinnean-cogaidh,  le  'm  brataichean  gomi, 

Suaiclieantas  cabhlach  noghail  na  h-Alba, 

A'  teachcl  an  ear  's  an  iar  gu  cala  Shunadail ; 

Gach  caisteal  a's  tiir-faire 

Air  fad  a'  chladaich  sgolbaich, 

Fo  chrannaibh  sèisdidh, 

'N  uair  a  chiinnacas  eithear  Mhic-Iain-Glieàrr, 

'S  cobhrach  m'  a  guallainn  a'  srachdadh 

Thonnan  Cliaolas-Bhi'anndain, 

'S  i  'giiilan  fios, — '  Tha  Rùrach  a  uios  an  linne  ; 

Dh'  fhàg  e  Manainn  an  de  le  cabhlach 

A  lionas  o  'n  Mhaoil  gus  an  tràigh  so  ; 

Bheir  madainn  am  màireach  sinn  an  greim  I'is,' 

Dh'  fhalbh  gach  ceannard  gu  Faiche  Bkracluinn 
A  rianachadh  ceart  a  dhaoine  ; 
Gach  ceann-feadhna  am  broilleach  a  mhuinntir, 
A'  còmhdach  an  fhuinn  'n  am  buidhnean  lionmhor. 
Thagh  na  maithean,  le  aon  run, 
Mac-Mhaoilein  mor  a'  Chnaip 
'N  a  cheannard  an  iomlain  ; 
Curaidh  iomraiteach  's  ceami-feadhna 
Na  treulih  a  ,shloinnear  o  'n  fhreumhach 
A  thug  ainm  dha. 

Dh'  fhalbh  e  le  Mac-Iche  mor  gu  Siinadail 
A  chur  an  comhairle  runaich  ri  cheile 
Mar  gu  'm  b'  e  sin  an  hi  mu  dheireadh 
A  bha  aca  ri  'fhaicinn, 
A's  Riirach  garg  a'  teachd,  nach  till 
Ach  le  claidheamh  cosjjarrach  na  h-Alba. 


90  BLAR    SHUXADAIL. 

Blia  oiglire  Shiiiiadail,  òigeai-  ciatach 

A'  cur  airni  an  tighe  an  rianaclid ; 

Lùirichean,  clogaid,  a's  sgiathan, 

A's  claidheamhan  liath  gun  smiir. 

.Bha  tri  claidheamhan  neart 

A  bha  'n  deigh  a  cheile  aig  seanair,  mac,  a's  ogha 

Cinn-tighe  o  shean,  sinnsear  an  fhir  mhoir. 

Bha  na  h-airm  sònraicht'  nd  an  oisinn, 

Fo  chòmhdach  corcuir  a's  obair  ghreis, 

Le  pabagan  airgid  a'  filleadh  air  am  faobhair. 

Thàinig  an  t-oighre  far  an  do  shuidh 

An  dithist  a  comhradh. 

Bha  claidheamh  hainnireach,  ùr 

A  rinn  gobha  Shunadail,  Mac-Thuilceann 

An  làmh  an  oighre,  a  dh'  fheoraich  d  'a  athair, 

'An  toir  mi  leam  am  fear  so  Ì 

Na  ciod  e  thaghas  mi  measg  nan  arm? 

Orduich  na  's  àill  leat.' 

8UXADAIL. 

Cuist  a  rudain  chrion!  an  saoil  thu 

An  cuideachd  leatnsa  a  chumail  Cnoc-na-c^ndiail, 

Thu  fein  's  am  bioran  sin 

'S  an  cogadh  ann  Ì 

A  Mhic-Mhaoilein  amhairc  an  so. 

Fhaic  thu  geimhleag  do  shin  seanar, 

Alasdair  Mor  a'  Chnaip  :  is  cuimhne  leat 

Gu  'n  do  bhrist  a  chlaidheamh  lathaGhlinn-Ptigh-'s-dail. 

Thiiiuig  e  gu  tigh  Chlachair-an-tuim; 

Bha  bhean  's  an  dorus;  thuirt  e  rithe, 

'Am  bheil  arm  sam  bith  a  steach"?' 

Fhreairair  i,   'Tha  mo  dhuine  's  a'  chath; 
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So  na  til'  agani;'  sliiu  i  dlia  glieiuihleag; 

Thill  e  riutha;  sheas  e 'ni  Bealach-na-h-iolairc; 

Leag  e  seachd-air-fhicliead  diuhh, 

Nach  d'  (iirich  fatliast. 

Air  a  thighin  dacluiidh 

Dh'  fhàg  e  gheimleag  an  so ; 

Tha  i  's  an  oisinn  sin  gus  an  diugh; 

Ghleidh  mo  slieanair  's  m'  athair  i 

Gun  snmr  gun  smal. 

Is  tusa  'n  t-oighre;  's  vnis  ahi  fear-gleidhidh ; 

Co  dhinn  aig  am  Li  gheimhleag  am  màireach  Ì 

Aliair  na  's  uill  leat,  iar-oglia  'n  diiilnaich. 

Mac-Mhaoilein. 

Cha  'n  'eil  fear  dhinne  'n  diugh  air  thalamh 
Is  urraiun  a'  gheimhleag  sin  iomairt ; 
Tha  thusa,  Mhic-Iche,  a'd'  aonar 
De  spionnadh  nan  laoch  o  shean. 

Thuirt  an  t-oighre  's  an  oidhch'  air  tuiteam 
'Tha  birlinn  an  tighe  air  an  tràigh 
Am  fag  sinn  i?  na  ciod  e  their  m'  atliair  1 

Mac-Miiaoileix. 
Fhir  Shimadail,  thig  a  nuas 
'S  dean  aon  uair  eile  mar  d'  àbhaist, 
'N  uair  bhiodh  tu  'g  a  tarruinn, 
'S  mise  'g  a  cumail  direach. 
Co  ni  e  ma  thuiteas  tu  'm  màireacli  I 

Sunadail. 
'S  feàrr  a  toirt  as  a  sud, 
Na  'faicinn  'n  a  connadh  aig  Riirach. 
Dh'  eirich  an  t-oighr'  a's  triùir  eile, 
A  dh'  fhalbh  leis  "us  a'  Lhirlinn. 
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MAC-MirAoiLEm. 
Biodli  dithist  air  gach  taobh, 
'G  a  cumail  direach, 

Ach  spionaibh  'n  a  aghaidh  Ic  'r  n-uile  neart 
Gus  am  faic  sibli  ceart  am  fear  mor. 

Ghlac  Mac-Iche  toiseach  na  h-eitliir; 
Thug  e  leis  i  gun  stad,  gus  an  do  choinnich 
Bài'r  creig  i,  am  falacli  's  a'  ghainneimh; 
Mhothaich  e  'n  grabadh  clis ;  las  e,  's  gun  fhacal, 
Thug  e  saidh-thoisich  na  sè-ràmhaicli, 
Na  cinneadan  's  an  ailblieag, 
'1^  an  spealgan  air  grinneal  na  tràgha  ! 

SUXADAIL. 

A  Mhic-Mliaoilein, 

Cha  do  mhothaich  mi  riamh  cho  trom  i. 

Mac-Mhaoileix. 

Cha  'n  ioghnadh  ged  a  mhothaich  thu  trom  i; 

Dh'  iarr  mis'  air  a'  cheathrar  tarruinn  a'd'  aghaidh 

Le  'n  uile  spionnadh,  's  rinn  iad  sin, 

Co  oighre  na  geimhleig  a  nis 

'S  a  sheasas  àite  Alasdair  Mhoir, 

Ach  thus'  air  ibid  cònihraig  ? 

SUNADAIL. 

Cha  'n  fheàrr  thu  fèin  na  na  balachain 

'S  thu  'faicinn  gu  'm  bheil  mi  a'  dol  air  ni'  ais; 

Tha  'n  t-àm  a  bhi  'm  Bracluinn 

Am  measg  nan  daoine. 

An  uair  a  ruinig  iad  Lochan  Bhracluinn, 
Chual  iad  port-caismeachd  Chlann-DòmhnuiU 
A  nios  an  «deann. 
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SUNADAIL. 

"  Sinn  na  h-Ilich  !  pongan  nmòir  a'  Glivuaniaich, 

A'  ruith  ail'  an  oiteag. 

XJrram  's  làmh-clheas  na  h-All)a, 

Bratach  ainmeil  Clilann-DòmhnuiU, 

A'  so  a  dhion  an  oighre. 

Suinn  gun  flioill  an  fliine  tlireun  ud, 

Tha  sinne  reicUi  mar  an  iarrtas  ; 

'S  e  teine  Beinn-an-tuirc  a  rinn  so." 

Mac-Mhaoileax. 

"  An  cluinn  tliu  jihiob  ud  cile  Ì  " 

SUNADAIL. 

"  Cluinnidh  a  nis  :  sin  na  Còmhlaich, 

'S  Grogair-nam-bò  air  an  ceann ; 

Sin  cuir  chathach  nan  Griogarach 

Fo  bhratach  a'  ghiubhais — '  S  rtogiiail  an  dream  ! ' 

Gluaiseamaid  'n  an  cjmhail. 

Treoraich  iad  gus  an  fhaiche. 

Theirear  '  Tachairt-nam-bràithrean ' 

Ris  an  oidhclie  so  cho  fada  's  a  bhios  duilleach  air  coill, 

Ko  creag  air  rudha." 

An  ath  mhadainn,  aig  sgarthanaich  na  ueul, 
Chunnacas  cabhlach  Euraich 
Am  beul  Chaolais-Bhranndain, 
'S  nuallartaich  nam  borb  a'  rànaich 

"  Caismeaclid  nan  ceann" 
'S  mac-talla  'g  am  freagradh 
Bho  chreagan  Arainn  's  Chinntire, 
Rabhadh  gun  mhearachd  do  na  Gàidheil. 
Tharruing  birlinnean  Riogliachd  an  Leoghainn 
An  òrdugh-cath  air  am  fiaradh, 
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Bho  bheul  allt  l)eag  Ghrbb-pliort 

Gu  Rudlia  Shiinadail,  le  srutli  siubhlach  na  linne 

An  taoLli  a  macli  dliiubli, 

Riob  a  ghlac  grad  na  nàimlidean 

A  thòisich  an  catli  an  toiseach  an  lionaidh, 

'S  bu  chruaidli  strith  ràmhachd 

A  ghleidli  an  sreathan  gun  Ijhristeadh. 
Clia  robh  dith  misnich  no  eòlas-cogaidli 
Air  feaclid  nam  borb  ; 
Dh'  fhosgail  iad  le  colg  na  frasan  bàsmhor, 
Gathan  a's  saighdean  a'  tuiteam, 
Mar  chlacha-meallainn  o  neul  faoiltich, 
Air  cinn  nan  Gàidheal, 
A  chuir  na  naimlidean  gu  grad  an  sàs 
Le  greimichean  iaruinn  a  thug  gun  taing  iad 
Gu  buillean  làmh. 

Dh'  t'heuch  na  Lochlannaich  ri  bordadh  ; 
Cha  robh  sud  ach  leon  as  ur  dhoibh. 
Sheas  na  laoich  do  nach  diithchas  eagal, 
'N  an  sreathan,  le  'n  sleaghan  fada 
A  toirt  diilain  do  amas  na  tuaighe, 
Saidhean  geur  birlinnean  nan  Ceanntireach, 
Còmhdaichte  le  iarunn, 
A'  sgoltadh  gus  an  uisge  *s  na  bu  doimhne, 
Buird  a's  aisnean  daraich  nan  eithear  làidir 
Bho  'n  dromainian  gu  'n  stocan-beoil, 
Croinn.is  slatan,  stadhannan  a's  faraidh 
'G  an  gearradh  le  tuaghan  trom 
Nan  Earraghàidhealach  d'  am  bu  choingeis 
Duine,  craobh,  no  crann  luinge  ! 
Bha  cinn  a's  casan  nan  Lochlannach  garg 
A'  tuiteam  's  an  fliairge, 
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'S  an  linue  'ii  a  Fi  dlieirg. 

Lionadli  na  mara  'g  eirigh,  's  cuislcan  a'  tràgliadli, 

Sleagli  a'  sàthadli  's  tuagh  a'  gearradh, 

Beuc  an  Leògliainn  riogliail  Albannaicli 

Am  beòil  nan  Ceanntireach  o  dheas  gu  cli, 

Sreatli  nach  striochd  is  bord  dliiubh  'n  uachdar. 

'N  uair  a  dh'  fhannaich  an  srutli 
Chruinnicli  na  Lochlannaicli  gun  iochd 
A  chuartacliadh  nan  Gàidheal 
Le  run  an  sgaradh  o  'n  tràigh,  's  am  mort 
Le  àireamh — da  fhichead  ri  aon. 
Bha  na  fineaclian  air  tir 
'N  an  laidhe  air  an  arniail)li 
An  talamh  tolmach  nam  bruachan  trie 
Bho  cliriocli  Shiinadiiil  gu  Craobli-a'-Bhàird 
Aig  allt  Dhun-leabhair, 
'S  an  cinn-fheadhna  air  tom-faire 
An  sealladli  a'  chabhlaich,  a'  faicinn 
Am  bràithrean  fo  tliosgan 
A'  mhatlighamhainn  ghairg,  thuathaich, 
'S  gun  dòigli  air  bualadh  'n  an  aobhar. 
An  atli  mhionaid  chualas 
Guth  àrd  misnich,  le  facal  a'  chùmhraig — 
Ainm  righ  Alba,  "  Coinneacli  !  Coinneach  !  " 
An  leoghann  'g  a  thogail 
Am  bàrr  gacli  croinn, 
'S  a'  phìob-mhòr  a'  toirt  fuaim  o  ghleann  's  o  charaio-. 

"4  chlanna  nan  con, 
Thigibh  a  so's  (jliabJi  sibli  fenil." 

AlLEAX-NAX-SoP. 

A  dhaoin'-uaisle  's  cruaidh  so  'fhaicinn  a's  eisdeachd  ; 
Sin  beuc-dùbhlain  an  Leoshainn  ; 
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Cha  'ii  fliag  aon  cliubh  beò  an  làraich, 

Ceadaichibh  clhomh  ruith  le  comliairle  ; 

larraibh  orm  innseadh  dliaibh 

An  ruith  air  tir,  no  caillear 

Na  chi  sibli,  gun  aon  diubh  fhàgail. 

Na  Cixn-fheadiii^a. 

'S  math  a  thuirt  thn,  Mhic  Thorr-loisg — 

Mar  sin  bitheadh. 

Ach  ciamar  gheibh  thu  air  bòrd, 

'S  gun  chlàr  air  cladach  a  bheir  a  mach  thu  1 

AlLEAX. 

Tha  na  ràiiiih  agam  fhein, 

'S  ni  Ailein,  an  eiginn,  a'  bliirlinn  ! 

Chrioslaich  e  'chlaidheamh  air  a  leine  ; 
Ruith  e  gu  traigh  ; 

Leum  e  gun  sgàth  am  buillsgean  nan  tonn  ; 
Shnamh  e  gu  birlinn  Mhic  Iain  Gheàrr  ; 
Dh'  innis  e  'naidheachd  am  briathran  athghearr : — 
"  A  Mhic-Alasdair  's  fhir-chinnidh, 
Air  iarrtas  nan  uaislean, 
Ruithibh  gu  hiath  air  an  traigh  iad  ; 
Cha  dean  misneach  no  toil  tuilleadh  ; 
Cha  'n  urrainear  dol  thar  na  rinn  sibh  ; 
Tha  'n  t-sreath  fhathast  an  diibhlan  gun  bhristeadh 
Gluaisibh  mar  sin  gus  an  traigh, 
Cho  dKith  's  a  shnàmhas  iad,  bòrd  ri  bòrd  ; 
Sin  an  t-ordugh  a  fhuair  mise." 

Sheid  MacAlasdair  an  dudach  ; 
Ghabh  na  Gàidheil  gu  tir, 
'S  na  nàimhdean  lìonmhor  'n  an  deigh. 
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Mac-Alasdair. 
Ciod  e  'nis,  a  Mhic  Thorr-lois£»  1 


AlLEAX. 


Cuiribh  teine  riutha  ;  cumaibh  balla  lasrach 
Eadar  sibh  fèin  's  na  nàinihdean  ; 
Tha  na  gaisgich  sinn  thall  deas  gu  bualadh 
Cho  luath  's  a  bhios  sibh  air  an  talamh. 

An  ath  shealladh  a  chunnacas, 
Tràigh  Shùnadail  am  buidealaich  dheirg 
Bho  Dliun-sgolb  gu  lagan  Ghròb-phort, 
'S  na  Lochlannaich  a'  teicheadh 
Do  dhoimhne  na  Linne. 
Chain  iad  dochas  aon  a  ghlacadh  ; 
Cha  d'  fhuair  iad  ach  sgrios  gun  eirig, 
Creuchdan  nach  druideadh  eòlas. 

Chaidh  maithean  nam  fineachan  an  comhairle 
Co-dhiubh  choinnicheadh  iad  air  an  tràigh  iad 
No  'n  leigeil  an  àird  air  an  aonach. 

Mac  Iain  Ghearr. 

Tha  ceart  is  ceàrr  a  reir  barail ; 

Tha  na  nàimhdean  dannara  lionmhor  ; 

Fanamaid  as  an  t-sealladh 

Gus  an  dirich  iad  o  'n  tràigh, 

'S  iad  an  diiil  gu  'n  do  theich  sinn  gun  tilleadh. 

An  uair  a  gheibh  sinn  an  eangladh  nan  glac  iad, 

Bidh  cothrom  a'  bhruthaich  leinne. 

Cha  'n  urrainn  iad  an  sreathan  a  shineadh, 

'S  lann  ri  lann  bidh  an  strith  's  na  bealaich. 

Cha  'n  'eil  fear  am  shealladh  nach  triiiir  dhiubh  ! 
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An  uair  a  glieibh  sinn  iad  air  barraildi 
Lannan  nan  ceann  Ileach  's  coma  co  dhiuljh 
A  tha  iad  lionmhor  no  ainneamh. 

SUNADAIL. 

Air  m'  onoir,  a  Leathanaich  threin, 

'S  firinn  o  d'  bheul  na  chualas. 

A  dhaoin'-uaisle,  leigibh  a  nios  iad 

Air  lionadh  na  madainne 

Gun  tuilleadh  dàil  ;  fanaibh  sàmhacli 

Air  CÙ1  ar  n-armaibh. 

Air  àird'  an  lionaidh  's  a'  niliadainn 
Tliarrainn  na  Lochlannaicli  an  cablilach 
Hi  bile  na  tràgha,  's  an  deireadh  gu  tir, 
Taobh  ri  taobli  mar  rathad  leathann 
Air  an  coisiclieadh  da  fhichead  an  guaillibh  a  cheile. 

Sheas  iad  gun  eagal,  gun  aon  's  an  t-sealladli  ; 

Cliaidli  iad  an  ordugh  caismeacbd 

Gun  diiil  ri  nàmhaid.     Bruadar  foilleil ! 

An  uair  a  dhivich  iad  ri  bruthach 

Nan  sgolban  glas, — mar  gu  'm  fosgladh  an  talamli 

A  tboirt  anail  as  ùr  dlia — 

Chualas  beuc  an  Leoghainn, 

'S  na  Gàidheil  a'  brucadh  troimh  na  glacan, 

Claidheamh  leathann  a's  tuagh  Abrach, 

A'  plathadh  ri  gathan  na  greine, 

Crios  air  lèine  's  gàirdean  rìiisgte  ; 

Fhreagair  cnuic  a's  sluic 

Do  nuallan  cath-bhuidhnean  nam  borb 

A'  bualadh  nan  Gàidheal, 

'S  a'  spealtadh  liiirichcan, 

Clogaidean,  claiginn  a's  cnamhan 

Nan  coimheach  iargalt, 
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'G  an  geariadh  mar  bharracli  crionaich  ; 

Gargaich  glmù  Loc'ilann  a'  tuiteam 

Le  buillean  nam  fineachan  ; 

Glacan  an  aonaieh  an  smiiiclrich 

'N  an  caoclian  dearg, 

Air  bearradh  Bhrucluinn, 

Nach  b'  urrainn  na  creachadairean  alld'  a  ghlacadh — 

A  dh-aindeoin  na  sheas  's  na  thuit  dhiubh 

'S  a'  chath  gun  bhuaidh  ud, 

Far  nacli  d'  fliuaradh  iochd 

E-i  fear  a  dh'  fhagadh  air  a  leon 

De  laoich  nan  earraibli  ioma-dathach — 

B'  e  facal-cbmhraig  nan  nàimhdean 

An  garg  aonaieh  : 

"  Na  gheib/i,  ca^gair  's  na  caomhain!" 

Dian,  dioghaltach,  leanailteach, 

Chuir  iad  an  cath 

Gun  troidh  a  bliuidhinn  no  'chall. 

Sheas  na  Gàidheil  gun  bhristeadh 

Mar  a  chleachd  i  id,  's  nach  cualas  riamh 

An  iarrtas  strlochdaidh  an  talamh  nam  beò  ; 

Coir  a  thug  nàdiir  dhaibh  's  gach  linn  ; 

Cha  toir  ùine  dhinne  i, 

A  chlann  nam  fear  ud  ! 

Mac  Miiaoilean. 

A  Shùnadail,  tha  iad  searbh  de  ghreadadli  nam  faobliar ; 

Chi  mi  gluasad  iir. 

Tha  na  fir-bliogha  a'  teachd  gus  an  toiseach 

Greasaibh  gu  cùl  a'  bhearraidh, 

Staing-ghrabaidh  nam  friobhag  bàsmhor ; 

Tha  Rùrach  seòlta  : 
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'S  ma  ni  e  bealach  leis  na  saighdean 

Baailidh  luchd  nan  sleagh  a  steach 

Cho  grad  ri  oiteig  o  'n  speur  ; 

Thèid  sinn  do  'n  eug — 's  an  latha  caillte. 

Luidhibh  dlùth  ri  cùl  a'  bhearraidh, 

G'  am  mealladh  gus  an  saoil  iad 

Gu  'n  do  sgaoil  sinn  's  an  ruaig. 

An  unir  a  ràinig  na  naimhdean 
An  druim  toirmisgte,  an  ruith  chuthaich 
'S  mar  a  shnoil  iad  a  dh-fhaotainn  buaidli  a's  toraolid, 
Par  an  d'  eirich  na  seòid  riu,  uchd  ri  iichd. 
'S  ged  a  ghlacadh  le  giorag, 
Na  hiothanaich  ghaig, 
Nach  do  thairg  's  nnch  do  ghabli 
Maitheanas  o  nàmhaid  riamh, 
larrtas  nach  cualas  'n  an  sgeul, 
Thog  iad  nuallan  a'  chath  as  ùr, 
Bhireadh  mortach  nan  tiiagli 
A'  bualadh  le  confhadh  an  dùthchais 
Na  sreath  dlùth  nacli  do  bhrist ; 
Gun  taing  do  sgrios  nam  borb, 
A  lionadh  nam  bealach 

A  dh'  fhosgail  an  sgathadh  nach  d'  fhàg  beatha 
An  deigh  buillean  nan  Gàidheal ; 
Kòmhan  garg  cheann-fheadhna  Lochlainn 
A'  brosnachadh  nan  gnùsgach  iargalt, 
Gus  an  d'  fhàilnich  anail,  cnàmhan,  as  feithean. 
'S  na  chaidh  as  diubh, 
Mar  mhisgear  ag  iarraidh  a  rathaid 
An  uair  a  bhios  a  liiithean 
A'  diiiltadh  a  chumail  direach, 
'S  deoch  laidir  air  ghoil  'n  a  eanchainn. 
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BLAR     THKAIGH     GHRUINEART. 


Tlie  battle  that  forms  the  subject  of  the  following  verses  was  fought 
between  MacDonald  of  Islay  and  his  uncle,  MacLean  of  Duart,  in  the 
year  159S.  MacLean  had  long  sought  for  the  possessson  of  Islay,  but 
having  failed  to  extort  aconveyance  of  the  island  from  MacDonald,  he 
used  his  influeu'-e  at  court  to  obtain  a  grant  of  it.  MacDonald 
ofiered  to  divide  the  island  with  him  ;  MacLean  would  have  it  all  : 
MacDonald  gathered  his  clan  from  Arrau  and  Cautyre  ;  they  met  at 
the  head  of  Loch  Gruinart  where  a  bloody  battle  was  fought  and 
MacLean  slain.  After  a  few  lines  by  way  of  preface,  the  poem  pro- 
ceeds to  give  the  speeches  of  the  leaders  Then  follows  a  descrip- 
tion of  the  battle  and  of  how  a  dwarf  from  Jura  shot  the  Lord  of 
Duart,  which  caused  the  MacLeans  to  rush  with  such  fury  upon 
the  enemy  as  to  throw  their  ow/i  ranks  into  confusion  and  cause 
defeat.  A  description  is  given  of  the  scene  of  sadness  presented 
next  day,  and  of  the  burial  of  Duart.  The  piece  concludes  with 
the  coronach  which  they  sang  as  they  carried  his  remains  to  their 
last  resting  place  in  Kilchomin. — 11.  B. 


All  latlia  m'  a  dhcireacih  cle  'n  t-samhradh, 

La  is  fad  air  am  l»i  iomradh, 

Aig  sgarthanaich  nan  tràth,  'san  ear, 

Thàinig  freiceadan  a  dhiiisg  na  tir, 

Ag  innseadh  gu'n  robh  siol  Chuinn  a'  gluasad, 

Fo'm  bratach  sliean  da'n  ainm  a'  bliuadhach, 

Làmh  dheas  iineaclian  na  h-Alba, 

Ris  an  d'  thubhairt  an  saoghal,  am  feaclid  gailbheach 

A  toirt  diiblilan  le  piob  a  gluuaniaich, 

Rabhadh  nacli  d'fhuaradli  riamh  gun  striochdadh, 

Do  fliine  na  làmh  dhcarg  's  clirann-fliige. 
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Lachaxn  Mcr. 
"Fhuair  iad  an  diugh  gaoth,  is  grian  leo, 
Da  chothrom  do  nàinihdtan  nach  iarrainn, 
Tha  tuilleadh  a'  tigliinn  na  fliaoil  mi 
Fir  Arrinn  na  Learga  's  na  ti'i  Eaonuill, 
Le  'm  muinntir  ri  tuinn  na  tnigha, 
A  thachairt  oirbhse  a  laochaibh  Arois, 
'S  dian  spoltadh  a  ghleidheas  liliur  cliù  dhuibli, 
Cha'n  fhacas  fhathast  am  blàr  bliur  ciil-thaobh.' 
Ghluais  Leathanaich  chathara  JNlliuile, 
Mar  a  dh'iarradh  aon  is  uile, 
Sgaoileadh  bratach  Dhubhairt  le  reultan  sloda, 
'S  le  iolach  cleibh  nan  ceudan  dileas, 
A  b'  urram  Righ  air  ceann  armailt, 
Seoid  Mhic  111'  Leathain  fo'n  armaibh, 
Sgaoileadh  bratach  ghorm  Thorr-loisgte, 
B,is  nach  do  thachair  riamh  na  choisg  i, 
Air  an  làimh  dheis  le'n  ceann-feadhna, 
Nach  robh  's  an  Eòrja  ri  fhaotainn, 
Fear  a  thomh'seadli  o'  chrun  gu  bhroig  ris, 
Thuirteadh  so  m'an  tugadh  dhomhs'  e. 
Bha  àirde  thar  feachd  na  h-Alba, 
Mar  cheud  Mhac  Morachd  nan  Eabhrach, 
'S  OS  ceann  na  dh'eirich  leis  o'n  Dreòllain, 
Chìte  guaillean  garbh  a  chòmlilain, 
A'  measg  nan  ceudan  taght  a  bha  dliiul)h, 
'S  cha  do  shèid  gaoth  air  fir  a  b'  àille, 
Cha  robh  a'n  tir  mòr  'n  an  eilean  Mhuile, 
Fear  coimeas  do  Lachan  Dhubhairt. 
O  ?grios  nach  taisg  thu  claidheamh  basmhor, 
Treubh  ardanach  bratach  an  leòghainn, 
Ma'n  tig  na  gallain  ud  fo  fhaobhar, 
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'S  gu'n  cluinnear  caointeach  nach  beo  iad. 
M'an  do  sheidoadh  caismcachd  a  bhualaidh, 
Labhair  Mac  Dliomhuuill  mar  so  ri  uaislean. 

"  A  cliàirdean  's  mo  luchd  dutlicha, 

'S  aitline  dliuibh  gu  leir  steidh  na  cùis  so, 

A  dhioii  ar  daoine  's  ar  diithcha, 

Tha'ii  claidhearah  dioghaltais  a  nis  rùisgte, 

Còmblaiche  garg  nach  till  mi-iuii 

A  thugadh  dliuinn  a  dhiou  nam  firein, 

Tha  na  nàimhdean  treun  ud  g'  ar  toraclid, 

O  nacli  tug  sinn  troidli  do  thir  an  "corach 

Mlieasadh  leinn  iad  gacli  am  mar  chàirdean, 

'S  rinn  m'  atliair  uasal-sa  dliiubli  bràithrean 

Bhrist  iad  gach  ceangal  daimli  a  dh'fhàgadh, 

Tha'n  stàilinn  ud  a  nis  'na'n  làiulian, 

Ag  innseadh  nach  till  iad  o'n  àrfhaich, 

Gun  sinne  chuir  fo  nihasladli, 

Ar  marbhadh  's  ar  dùthaich  a  ghlacadli, 

A  Chlanx  Domhnuill, 

Ma  chailleas  sinn  an  liirach 

C'àit'  am  falaich  sinn  ar  nàirel 

Cluinnidh  fir  Albaiun  is  Eirinn, 

'S  ma  bheir  iad  dhinn  e  c'àit'  an  teid  sinn, 

Ma  chailleas  sinn  cliii  nan  ceud  bhuaidhean, 

A  bhuidhinn  siol  Cliuinn  le'n  cruadail, 

Ma  dh'fhàgas  sinn  ar  coir  air  ceiteadh  Ghruineairt, 

Cluinnear  e  feadh  Bhreatainn  uile, 

Gu'n  tugadh  uainn  luach  ar  seanachais, 

'S  gu'm  bheil  sinn  a  nis  'n  ar  luchd  leanmhuinn, 

Do  Mhac  111'  Leathain  is  d'a  chiiuieadh, 
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Sud  na  dli'iarras  e  'n  uair  tliig  e, 
Am  fag  sibh  an  so  is  fuil  'n  ar  cuisleaii, 
'  Urram  lànih  dheas  na  h-Alba, 
'Kuair  a  thogas  a  righrean  a  li-armailt, 
A  thugadh  dhuinn  le  reachd  rioghail, 
Aig  Allt-a'-bhannaich  mar  a  dli'innseas, 
lomadh  llath  is  treuLli  air  fad  na  h-Eòrpa, 
D'an  cùis  fliarmaid  lùmli  dliearg  Dliomlinuill, 
A  thilg  e  air  cladach  Slmirneig, 
Far  an  do  thog  sinne  Dùn-na-Naomheig, 
A  chi  sibli  am  màireach  'na  lasair, 
'S  claidheamli  gun  tròcair  a'  casgaii't 
Mhnathan,  chlainn',  's  ar  n-aosmhoir  c]iràbliach, 
Ma  gheibli  na  Leathanaich  na  's  àill  leù. 
Tlia  iad  a'  gluasad  'n  ar  comhail, 
Tàrrnaibh  a  suas  an  ordugh, 
A  mhaithean  's  a  luchd-cinnidh'air  mo  sgàtlisa, 
Caomhnaibli  bràthair  mo  mhàtbar!  " 

Raonul  mor  na  Luiba, 

'■'Caomhainn  e"  'n  d'thubhairt  tliu  Mhic  DIiònihnuilL 

Cha-n  'eil  deichnear  an  diugh  a'  d'  cliuideachd, 

No  ged  a  their  uile  do  d'  sheùiìsa  'nan  àireamh  sin, 

Do  shluagh  na  criosdachd, 

Is  urrainn  Righdire  Dliubhairt  a  chomhrag, 

Mur  an  caithear  e  le  luaidhe, 

Bus  no  buaidh  dliuinn  thig  e  beò  as." 

Dhluthaicli  a  nis  an  da  flieaclid  am  fraoch  catha, 
Piobaireachd  a'  toirt  fuaim  comhraig  as  ap  talamh, 
Gacli  bsul  tosdach  mar  gu  'n  treigeadh  cainnt  iad; 
Gach  aon  a'  feitheanih  a  nàmhaid  a  tlioirt  gun  taing  dha. 
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Toiiiian  gun  smal  na  fairge  o'n  cliuan  fharsuing, 

A'  taouiadh  's  a  monmhor  aig  an  casan; 

'S  mar  gu'm  b'  ann  a'  caoidh  ri  bin  toirt  fianuis, 

Air  gearraidh  nan  leon  nach  leighseadh, 

'Nuair  a  thogadh  iolach  bids  le  fcaclid  Sheumais.* 

Fhreagair  na  Muilich  le  urd  inliisneach; 

Clia  robh  air  talandi  feachd  nach  clisgeadli 

Ri  gàir  nan  Leathanacli  a'  bualadh 

Ach  am  bràithrean  neartmhor  uaiblireacli ; 

O   Albainn   caoidh  do  mhic   a'  tuiteani  Ic  neart  naa 

gàirdein, 
A  bu  treise  dh'fhàs  's  an  t-saoghal; 
'S  nach  robh  ri'  m  faotainn  ach  an  talamh  nan  Gàidhael. 
Caochain  fhola  gach  taobh  a'  srughladh, 
Air  feur  iirail  a'  chòmhnaird  uaine. 
Fuaimneach  lannan  stioc  nach  lùbadh, 
A'  del  am  meud  's  am  meud, 
Air  fad  's  air  leud  lean'  an  uamhais; 
Buaidh  air  meidh  chothromach  gun  aomadh, 
Ri  taobh  seach  taobh,  greim  cruaidh  na  dòrainn 
Gus  an  do  thill  na  Leathanaich  gun  tauig, 
Lkmh  chli  Chlann  Dhòmhnuill, 
A'  gleachd  's  am  buinn  i-i  tuinn  na  tràgha, 
A  bha  's  an  ait  ud  mar  bhalla  dion  doibh, 
Tonnan  siorruidh  cuan  an  t-saile, 
A  ghlac  laoich  neartmhor  Mhuile, 
'S  a  dh'ain'eoin  na  b'  urrainn  a  teàrnadh, 
Chuir  iad  bratach  an  Fhraoich  bhàrr  a'  chèitidli, 
A'  fannachadh,  's  an  streup  a  nis  na  h-àirde, 
Fras  shradan  dearg  a'  direadh  mar  bheul  àmhuinn, 
A'spreadadh  le  cuthach  lasrach  gu  h-iosal  thunabràighe, 
*  James  of  Islay,  the  MacDonald. 
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Sruth  nan  caoirean  loisgeach  iid 
Garg  choimeas  nan  arm  a  bualadh, 
No  mar  a  thuigear  a'  ghoil  theinnteach  a  dh'eirich  uatha. 
'ISuair  a  bhrosnaich  na  h-Ilich  ris  an  nàmhaid, 
A  bu  treise  bhuail  's  an  linn  ud  no  bha  làthair  dliiubh, 
A  nis  air  fraoch  an  dùthchais  an  eu-dochas, 
Cor  nach  cualas  roimhe  riamh  an  sgeul  Chlann  Domh- 
nuill. 

Faic  an  caochan  beag  ud  a'  teàrnadh, 
A'  taomadh  a  shruthan  gu  h-iosal  an  uchd  na  tràglia, 
Faic  sgitlieag  *  liath  nan  iomadh  linn  'na  lagan  diomhair 
A  bheir  a  nis  thu  gu  crloch  cùis  nach  taitneach  innseadh. 
Faic  aig  a  bun  a'  crùban, 

Troich  a  ghuir  an  diabhol,  's  an  Lag  a  'n  Diùra, 
Crannas  na  mile  mallachd  le  cuimse  mortair, 
Chuir  e  dubh  nan  èibhleag  air  geug  na  dosgainn, 
Las  i,  's  bha  'm  peileir  nimh  'n  a  shiubhal, 
Bhuail  e  Mac  '111'  Leathain  air  bann  an  triubhais, 
Thug  e  oidhirp  labhairt  le  crith  bheulach, 
Dh'amhairc  a  chomh'altan  'na  aodann  's  e  glas-neulach. 
Thuirt  e  man  do  thuit  e  gun  deo  ann, 
A  chàirdean  mo  ghaoil  tha  mi  leointe, 
Cumaibh  a  suas  mi  fo'n  bhrataich, 
Ma  mhaireas  feith  luith  a'm  chasan, 
Co  fada  's  a  chithear  gur  beò  mi, 
Cha  treig  an  t-eagal  Mac  Dhòmhnuill. 
Ruith  sgeul  a'  bhròin  feadh  ghaisgich  Mhuile, 
Thog  iad  an  guth  's  cha  b'  ann  gu  tuiieadh, 
Ach  iolach  a  thug  comh-fhuaim  o'n  talamh, 
Dioghladh,  dioghladh,  hi'r  cruaidh  lannan. 
*  A  diminutive  liawthorn  tree. 
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Sud  an  cuthach  a  cliuir  gu  bus  iarl, 

Chain  iad  an  riaghailt  's  an  laracli, 

Sgaoil  ad  na'm  Iniidhnean  gun  aonaclid, 

'S  Clann  DhònihnuiU  mar  charraig  Dhiin-naoniheig, 

Gun  bln-isteadh  fo  iuil  an  ceann-feadhna, 

'S  nan  uaislcan  a  bu  tveise  'san  fhine  na  ti'i  Raonuill, 

Ursannan  catha  gaisgeil  seolta, 

Ghuidich  sgrios  is  eas-ordadh  na  Muileach, 

A'  tuiteani  mar  raineach  sheargt  an  dithreaVjh, 

Fo  fhaobhair  sgathaidh  nan  ceann  Ileach, 

lolach  buaidh  is  ruaig  'g  an  iomamn, 

A  chuala  maitliean  a  nàimhdean  le  tiomaclid, 

'Nuair  a  fhuair  iad  Alastair  Arois, 

A'  meadhon  buidhne  's  gun  aon  làuili  ris, 

'Na  shoasamh  mar  charragh  fo'n  doinionn, 

Bha'n  Leathanach  treun  conih-ionnan, 

Air  lèana  lorn  gun  lot  gun  liibadli, 

A  nàimhdean  air  aodann  's  air  a  chiil-thaobh, 

A  cblaidhearah  earbsach  a  bualadh, 

Ghleidh  cearcall  fosgailte  m'an  cuairt  d'e, 

Gacli  fear  a  thàinig  fo  fliaobhar, 

B'e  n  tiota  ma  dheireadh  e  de  shaoghal, 

Cha  d'  iarr  e  bheatha  's  cha  do  striòclid  e, 

Ciiis  a  bhi-osnaich  fearg  nan  Ileacb, 

Fir  na  Learga  's  na  h-Oa, 

Buidheann  co  treun  's  a'  bha'n  Clann  DhòmhnuiU, 

A'  tuiteam  le  buillean  fear  Arois, 

Aig  lag  nan  ceann  far  an  d'fhàg  e 

Na  tliug  e  leis  gu  talamh  He, 

Tha'n  cnàmhan  gus  an  diugh  'g  innseadh, 

Dim  air  dhùn  mar  thuit  iad, 

Na  fhuair  mi  de'n  sireul  thus:  mi  dliuit  e. 
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'S  firinu  e  nach  àicheidh  duine, 

Nach  caillear  aia  theid  a'n  cuiinart, 

B'e  sud  crannchur  fear  Arois, 

'Nuair  a  fhuair  e  fuasgladh  le  làmhan, 

Raonuill  Arranaich  a  lean  an  tòrachd, 

Gus  an  ait'  an  do  sheas  an  còmlilan, 

'Na  aonar  's  gun  fear  'ga  chòmliuadh, 

'Ga  dhalladh  le  sruthan  falluis, 

"S  a  làmh  air  leantuinn  ris  a'  chlaidheamli, 

An  uair  a  chualas  gutli  oscarra  Raonuil, 

"  A  Clilann  Domlinuill  caouihnaibh  an  laoch  dhomli ! '' 

Curaidh  gun  teaganih, 

Cùis  a  dliearbte  ri  fear  de  slieòrsa, 

Clia  d'  fhuaradh  aon  de  naimhdean  leointe, 

A  dli'eiricli  tuileadli  as  an  àraicli, 

Cha  leigh'seadh  iocslilaint  an  cnàmhan, 

Cinn  sgoilt'  is  cuirp  sgathte, 

Nam  fear  co  treun  's  a  sheas  air  talanih  gu  has  loite. 

Stad  an  toir  's  thill  na  h-llich, 

'S  b'  fheàrr  gu  'n  robh  aon  a  b'  urrainn  innseadh, 

Eibhneas  is  bròn  na  thàinig  as  diubh, 

Cha  robh  tràill  nam  measg  na  fear  fasdaidh, 

Laoich  mhor,  shaor,  ainmeil,  na  Gàilig, 

A  nis  a'  tilleadh  o  stoirm  na  h-àraich, 

Ag  amharc  le  sgreandi  na  lotan  creuchdach, 

A  bha  air  na  thogadh  beo  's  an  roinn  nach  d'eirich, 

Thachair  Mac  Dhòmhnuill  is  fear  Arois, 

Thairg  am  Flath  do'n  uasal  fàilte, 

Shin  e'n  làmh  chli  's  neul  guil  'n  a  ghruaidhean 

'S  a  làmh  dheas  fo  glilas  nach  d'  fhuasgail, 

Gus  an  do  ghearradh  saidli  a  claidheamh, 

A  thug  tiom'  air  Mae  DhòiiihnuiU  's  air  a  mhaithean, 
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'Nuair  a  ghedrr  Niall  Chaonasgail*  am  bota  stailin, 
Cha  voMi  siiil  tliiorani  's  an  àivoamh. 

AN   ATH    LATHA. 

'Nuaiv  a  dli'oirich  solus  lòchran  mòr  iia  cruinne, 
An  ath  mhaduinn  bha  gach  te  is  duine, 
A  dh'ionndrainn  caraid,  mac,  no  bràthair, 
A  tional  gu  tùrsach  gus  an  àraich, 
'S  gun  aon  nam  measg  a  b'  urrainn  innseadh, 
Mu  fhear  Thòrr-loisg-te  no  ma  dhilsean. 
No  mu  Eiglidire  Dhubliairt  am  bu  blieò  e, 
Ciiis  nach  b'  ait  le  Mac  DbòmhnuiU, 
'Nuair  a  chualas  gul,  is  basraich, 
A  ràinig  iad  fada  m'  am  fac  iad, 
Bean  a'n  earradh  mnà  uaisle, 
A'  teàrnadh  o  Dhàil-na-buaile, 
'S  a  sviil  air  a  h-ais  gu  lag  na  sgitheig, 
Cha  do  thuig  aon  na  bha  i  sireadh, 
A'  caoidh  gu  muladach  a  leir-chreach, 
'S  ag  iarruidh  Dhubh  Sithf  a  cheusadh, 
Mu'n  do  ràinig  i  na  h-uaislean, 
Dh'fliiosraich  INIac  Dhòmhnuill,  le  truas  di, 
Co  shaoilte  b'e  bhean  bhronach, 
Fhreagair  fear  Arois  's  aithne  dhomhs'  i, 
Tha  sinn  a  nis  aig  ceann  na  ciiise, 
Cha  bheo  Lachann,  fàth  a  tiiirse, 
Cha  chuala  thusa  gus  a  nis  e, 
Ach  chuala  mis'  e,  ged  nach  b'  fhios  domh 
Far  an  do  thuit  e,  sgeula  brònach, 
Seachainn  a  bhean  so,  'Mhic  Dhomhnuill, 
*  The  man  who  invented  the  Islay  hilt, 
t  The  real  name  of  the  wretch  by  whom  the  Knight  of  Duart  wau  .shot. 
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Sill  Ni'  MJiic  Aitni  a  mhuime, 

Tlia  i  iiis  gun  eagal  duine, 

Feuchaidli  mi'n  toir  mi  gu  cèiU  i, 

'S  CO  tiiirseach  an  diugh  'san  de  dhuiiin, 

Dh'flialbli  Mac  Dliòndinuill  's  na  tri  Eaonuill, 

Fear  Arois  is  Niall  a'  Chaolais, 

Bràthair  Mhic  Aoidii  na  Kanna, 

Gu  lag  na  sgitheig  far  an  d'  fhuair  iad 

Mac  111'  Leathain  'na  chor  duaichnidh, 

'Na  shineadh  air  bniachag  fhàsail, 

Fuar  niarbh  's  a  chuislean  tràighte, 

A  dlià  chomh'alta,  clann  fear  Bhrolais, 

'Na'n  luidhe  leis  's  an  dithist  leònte, 

Chuir  iad  e  air  breacan  flath  nan  Ileach, 

Le  bòid  chruaidh  mar  a  chaidh  innseadh. 

Thuirt  Raonull  na  Learga,  "a  dhaoin'-uaisl',  eisdibh" 

Ma'n  tog  sinn  am  Flath  so  le  cheile, 

Gabhadh  gacli  fear  a  ghreim  air  beann  de'n  bhreacan, 

'S  ni  sinn  mar  Dliòiuhmdlaich  an  reachd  so, 

Nach  stad  's  nach  leig  sinn  gu  làr  e, 

O'n  ait'  an  do  thuit  e  'san  arfhaich, 

Gus  an  ruig  sinn  Cill-a'-Choman, 

'S  ma  leigeas  aon  a  ghreim  gu  fàillinn, 

Gu'n  cuir  an  triiiir  eile, 

Gun  anail  dail  da,  na  biodagan, 

Troiinh  far  an  d'fhàg, 

Greim  Chlann  Dòmhnuill,  Lachann  Dhubhairt. 

A  chàirdean  cha'n  am  so  gu  tuireadh." 

Thog,  is  linn  iad  mar  a  gheall  iad,    , 

Tha  uaigh  's  a  Leaca'  sin  o'n  am  ud, 

Tliogadh  a  chum  ha  anns  na  briathran  so. 
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CuMiiA  Mine  'III'  Leathain. 

Fhir  mhuir  an  do  leagadh  tliu, 

Gu  h-iosal, 

Gun  anail  's  tu  diblidh, 

Fo'  n  fhòid,  fo'  n  fhòid, 

A'  d'  shineadh, 

Sgal  piob,  sgal  piob, 

Nach  èisd  thu,  nacli  6isd  tlm, 

Ni's  mo,  ni's  mo, 

'Nuair  a  thogar  fir  Alba, 

Gu  feara  ghniomli,  gu  feara  glmiomh, 

'S  gun  tliusa  le  d'  Kigh  le  d'  E-igh, 

'S  gun  thusa  le  d'  Rigli, 

'S  gun  thu  beò,  's  gun  thu  beo, 

Bithidh  na  Leathanaich  threun, 

'S  ceann  catlia,  nan  Ileach, 

Fo  bhròn,  fo  bhròn, 

O  nach  tig  thu,  mar  b'  àbhaist, 

Gu  àros  Righ  Seumas,  Righ  Seumas, 

'S  gun  do  thogadh  leis  fein  thu, 

'S  tu  òg,  's  tu  òg, 

Cha'n  fhacas  a'  d'  latha,  air  talamh 

Na  h-Eòrpa,  na  h-Eòrpa, 

Air  talamh,  na  h-Eòrpa, 

Fear  eile  do  shamhuil,  do  sliamhuil, 

Fhir  àillidh,  fhir  àillidh, 

Cha  d'fhàgadh  a'  d'  dheigh  dliuinn, 

A'  d'  (Uieigh  dliuinn,  a'  d'  dheigh  dhuinn, 

O  na  rinneadh  do  d'  chreubh, 

Caisil-chro,  caisil-chrò, 

O  na  rinneadh  do  d'  chreubh, 

Caisil-chro, 
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Fhuaradli  do  chlaidheamh  a'  d'  ghlaic, 

Le  greim  bàsmhor,  greini  bàsmhor, 

'S  cha'n'eil  fear  ann 

'S  an  àl  so,  's  an  àl  so, 

Na  's  urrainn  a  làmhadh, 

Fo'n  t-srol,  fo'n  t-srol, 

Togar  do  chumha  le  Muilb, 

'S  le  He,  's  le  He, 

Le  urram  a  dh'innsear, 

Do  choir,  do  choir, 

Le  urram  a  dh'innsear, 

Do  choir. 


CATH     THOM     EALACHAIDH 

EAUAIl  NA 

OAIDHEIL   ALBANNACH   AGUS   NA   SASUKNAICH 
ANNS  a'   bliadiina   1302. 


This  piece  describes  one  of  the  frequent  skirmishes  that  took  place 
between  the  Scotch  and  English  during  the  war  of  Independance. 
The  Bard  in  strong  language  describes  the  bravery  of  the  Scots, 
and  in  no  measured  terms  scathes  the  "  barbarous  "  English  as  be 
delights  to  call  them  — R.  B. 


O  Albainn  c' arson  nach 
Faic  tliu'n  diugh  air  choir, 
Dillseachd  nan  Airidhean  feachd, 
A  dh'fhuiling  air  do  Pgàth, 
Cruadail  bus  is  gleachd  1 
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C'ai'son  nach  bi  tliu  mar  a  blia, 

Nach  tog  thu  'n  àird  do  cheann, 

Nach  seas  thu  ritliist  mar  bu  nos, 

Aig  toiseacli  Eigh'clulau  iia  li-Eòrp', 

An  toir  gur  neò-glilau, 

Nan  gàrr  mncach  bhuait  do  cliiall, 

Do  mliaoin,  do  choir,  is  do  Dhia, 

Eirioli  a  slieana  mluithair  bluiadliach, 

Rioghail,  dhoirbh, 

Ardanach,  aintheasach,  threòraich,  gliarbh, 

Thig  a  mach  le  d'  mhòrachd  o  shean, 

'S  cluinneadh  do  mhic, 

Le  seirm  nam  bard  c'arson. 

'N  uair  ràinig  an  sgeul  na  laoich, 

Nach  obadh  stri, 

Gu'u  robh  na  naimlidean  a'  teacLd, 

Air  tith  an  glacadh  beo, 

Ruith  na  h-Albannaich  do'n  choill, 

'S  an  cridheachan  mor, 

Laiste  le  innsginn  dùtlichais, 

Nam  fear  treun  le  'm  b'  anns' 

An  t-eug.  no  mallachd  cuing, 

A  chuir  enceai't  air  muineal  cinneach  saor, 

A  bhrist  i  gun  taing, 

C(>  ach  Albannaich  le  treòir, 

A  samhuil  nach  cualas  riamh, 

A  sheasadh  an  duiseal  nan  spèic, 

Treubhach  an  gniomh, 

An  fhichead  fear  a  b'  fheàrr, 

A  tharruing  cruaidh, 

0  na  dh'fhosgail  Adhamh  a  shuil, 
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A  thug  cath  do  tliri  clieud, 

Fir  gliarg  cleachte  ri  àr, 

Fiata  mar  Thuirc  a'  dion, 

An  garaidh  cùil  am  brocluinn, 

Ard  nan  stiic. 

B*  ionnan  na  luinsichean  ciar, 

A'  rnith  an  coinneirah  nan  sonn, 

Am  bealach  an  doire  ghuirm, 

Far  an  do  sheas, 

Uilleam  TJalas  lo  naoi  fir  dlieiig, 

A'  toirt  dùbhlan  do  nàmh, 

A  lnidh  an  sud  mar  chuirm, 

Do  bhrùidean  na  frith, 

Mu'n  deachaidh  grian, 

Fo  dhubhar  na  h-oidhche  's  an  iar, 

'Nuair  dhliithaich  na  nainihdean, 

Air  na  laoich, 

Cha  d'fhnair  iad  an  cothrom  a  shaoil, 

Bha  'm  bealach  cumhann  le  stacan  chreag  ; 

'S  an  cuilionn  deilgneach  gorm, 

Ga  'n  dion  m'an  cuairt, 

Staing  riochd  nan  sonn  bu  ghailbheach  nuar, 

A  thug  coinneamh  sgi"eataidh  do  na  daoi, 

Le  lannan  leathann  geur, 

Bhuail  mar  dhealain  air  sròin, 

Nan  laoicean  gun  ghràs, 

A  rnith  do  ghialan  a'  bhàis, 

Fo  bhuillean  nan  treun, 

A  bha  spreadadh  'nan  calihadh  dearg, 

Claiginn  smuais  is  fèithean, 

Na  thàinig  a  steach  air  beahich, 

Coisrigt'  a  chithear  o  linn  gu  linn, 
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Far  an  d'  itralaicli  an  t-aingcal  dion, 

Os  ceann  nan  Giiidlieal  'nan  aire, 

A'  fritliealadli  neart  do'ii  bhuidhina  bliig, 

Claoidhte  le  ionnsaidh  nan  sgaoth, 

Bha  spairneachd  troimli'n  glilaic, 

Le  cuthacli  fuath  is  geilt, 

Roimli  bhuillean  an  dara  Samsoin, 

Gaol  nam  fireaft  iiacli  do  stad, 

Duais  foille  nan  nàmh, 

An  sud  as  iir  an  càs, 

Ged  dli'fhall)h  na  daoi  le  sgreamh, 

Is  nach  b'  eoil  doibli  staid  nan  laoch, 

Bha  cuid  diubh  leùinte  fann, 

'S  am  fuil  mlioralach  a'  ruith, 

Na  caocliain  bhras  's  gun  doigh, 

Fhathast  air  dol  as  mar  thill, 

Na  buirb  'nan  tri  buidhnean, 

An  riin  bristeadh  a  steach, 

Air  doire  nan  iomradli  cian, 

Far  an  do  chuireadh  an  cath  dian, 

A  mhair  latha  's  oidhche, 

Gus  an  do  sgaoil  falluing  neùil, 

A  sgiort  a  sgar  a'  chonnspaid, 

Mar  a  dh'òrduich  E.ìgh  bithbhuan, 

Nan  gràs  a  bhith. 

Gliabh  na  Gàidheil  an  sauas, 

Ts  dh'fhalbh  iad  fo'n  chitli. 
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DUAN-GEALL, 

Air  euchdan  nan  Gaidheal  Albannach,  anns  a  Chrimea  fo  stiàradJi,  < 
rheannaird  ainmeal  Cailein  Caimbeul,  anns  a  bJdiadhna,  18-'iJt- 


TLis  piece,  wbich  is  one  of  tlie  best  of  the  author's  efforts,  gained  tlio 
first  prize  at  a  competition  instituted  by  the  Celtic  Society  uf 
Glasgow.  The  Directors  of  the  Society  selected  the  subject  and 
restricted  the  competitors  to  a  certain  number  of  lines.  The  judgt-s 
were  the  Revs.  Dr.  Smith,  Inveraray,  D.  M'Lean,  Glenorchy,  ,nid 
D.  M'Nab,  Glasgow,  all  of  whom  as  well  as  the  Bard  have  jia-M/d 
away.     The  verses  were  written  in  1857. — R.B. 


Blar  Alma. 
Cliuala  mi  tuair'sgeul  oillteil, 
Is  trom  bhagradh 
Dhlrich  mi'n  de  Druini  Alb' 
A  dh'fliaotainn  sealladh, 
Chunnaic  mi  fo  aon  mheirgh' 
An  tuath  tliir  Eorpach 
'S  miltean  'n  an  aii-m  ghaisg' 
Ag  iarraidli  còmliraig. 
Na  Rusianich  air  mullacli  Alma 
Cogach,  deacair,  beachdail,  dalma, 
'N  an  sreathan  coisichean  's  marcaich 
An  rian  còmhraig  air  an  uchdaich, 
Na  nàimhdean  shuas.     An  creachan  di-lioni 
Fhuair  na  Gàidheil  òrdugh  dìreadh, 
O  bhearradh  nan  liath  chreag  carrach, 
Thaomadh  fras  nan  sgrios  'n  am  broilleach, 
A'm  buillsgein  dubh-neòl  a'  chasgraidh, 
Leum  na  h-àrmuinn  gun  ghealtachd, 
Bheuc  an  Leòmhan  "Buaidh  a  dhain'eoin," 
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Tharruing  sliochd  iiaiii  Fianu  an  laniian, 

Mar  thuil  Chluaidh  cliuisleach  le  gleami, 

Luath's  mire  sruth  airgid  Eas-Linn, 

B'ionnan  sud  braise  nan  sonn, 

A  maomadh  do'n  àrfhaich  'n  an  deann. 

Fo'n  t-srol  ghrcadlmach  nacli  do  chiosaicli  nàmli, 

Is  aosmhor  cliil  's  i  ùr  mar  bha, 

Le  lannan  leathann  nan  ceann  aisneach, 

Dh'fhag  sibh  creuchdan  sgrios  is  osnaich, 

Euchdan  nan  curaidli  gun  smal, 

Da'n  dùthaich  tìr  nam  beann  's  nan  tnil. 

O  àirde  chreagach  nam  bac, 

Chur  sibh  ruaig  air  feaclid  an  t-sneachd, 

Chrithnich  iad  le  oillt  roinili  sgraing, 

An  Leòmhainn  dheirg  'nuair  chrath  e  mhuing, 

Ga'n  sgànradh  le  bruihach  gun  taing. 

Bu  gharg  a  sbrachd  e'm  bein  's  an  cuing, 

Gniomh  o'r  cuimhne  nach  sgarar, 

Fhad  's  a  mhaireas  cuan  a's  talamh. 

Balaclabha. 
Le  gleadhraicli  arm  a's  torrunn  làmliaich. 
Air  learga  chiar  Bhalaclàbha, 
Chunnaic  mi  spàirte  ri  crann, 
lolair  spiillach  an  da  cliinn, 
Feitheid  ifrinn  gun  chlos. 
A  reubadh  creiche  tuatli  a's  deas, 
Miltean  a'  freagairt  d'a  smaclid, 
Foill  's  full  as  àr  na'm  beachd, 
Diidach  nan  ran  searbli  a'  beuelidaich. 
Steudan  Còmhraig  a'  leumnicli, 
Buidheann  bhorb  nan  cochuU  lachduinn, 
N'  an  sreathan  dliith  air  an  leachduinn, 
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Ghluais  iad  o  àird'  an  flminii, 

N  am  beinge  tlirom  gu  làr  a  glilinn, 

Lannan  reubaidh  's  gach  glaic, 

'S  am  facal  comliraig  bàs  gun  iochcl. 

Na  Gaidheu. 
Clmnnaic  mi  air  lorn  na  faicbe, 
'San  earradh  fliucb  le  braon  na  moiche, 
'Na'n  staing  dhion  's  a'  bheallacb  cliumhann, 
Fir  dhireach  àrd  nam  broilleacli  leathann, 
Meirghe  na  b-Alba  sgaoilte, 
Suaithcheantas  a  Mòracbd  aosda, 
Os  ceann  reang  na  milidb  uaiblireacb, 
Ga  'n  stuigeadb  gu  toiteal  a  bbualaidh, 
Cha  b'  ion-air-eigin  ach  toil, 
An  fhuil  àrd  gun  tioma  ri  uchd  goil, 
A  blu'osnachadh  gu  h-euchd  an  sinnsear, 
So  an  sgeul  mar  a  dh'innseadh. 
Bbriichd  am  marc  sluagh  an  coinneamh, 
!Na  'n  Gàidheal  na'n  cois  's  iad  annamh, 
Deicli  ma'n  aon  air  an  aodann, 
'S  gun  chiil-taic  ach  gleachd  'n  an  aonar, 
Cliù  nach  teirig  do  na  gaisgich  : 
Mar  lasair  dheirg  a  àmhuinn  loisgich, 
O  fheadain  ghorm  nan  cuilbheir  cinnteach, 
Cbunnaic  mi  na  caoirean  teinnteach 
An  gleann  'na  bhuidealaich  strianacb, 
Mar  l)ln'uaillein  doireann  's  an  iarmailt, 
Na  dealan-ghobhlacb  a'  sputadh, 
A'  bolg  neòil  na  fillean  diibhlaidh, 
Cuimhneachan  buaidh  is  gàbliaidh, 
Air  Albainn  aliaoil  's  air  clannaibh  Gbàidheal. 
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A  clhearbli  iad  an  sud  a  dliaiu'eoin, 

'Nuair  fhuair  iad  mar  fhad  an  lannan, 

Chuala  mi  sgread  nan  Ian  chcann  Ileacli, 

Ga'n  tarruing  u  truaillean  riomhach, 

Stad  an  teine  's  thoisich  spealtadh, 

Marcaichean  gnu  ga'n  sgoltadh, 

Liiirichean  sligneach  nan  alt 

A  bruansgail  le  Leumaibh  neart, 

Conspuinn  nam  "Breacan  an  Fhèileidh," 

A  dliion  a  choir  's  a  cheannsaich  eucoir, 

Fo  iiiil  a  cheannaird  do-diiosaiclit' 

Cailein.  Caimbeal  mac  an  Ilich. 

'S  cian  sgaoilteach  do  chliù  a  noclid, 

A  lamh  dheas  na  miltean  feaclid, 

Ghrios  mi  Fioxx'  le  Mac  an  Luin, 

A  bhi  ri  d'  thaobh  an  gaoir  nan  guin, 

"Nuair  bliuaiVthu'm  buillsgein  a  gliàbhaidh. 

Sheas  thu  'd  chliù  do  t'ainm  's  do  d'  Bhànrigh'n, 

Sheas  thu  't-uamhas  do  d'  nàmhaid, 

Thug  thu  buaidh  is  sguab  tliu  'n  àrac-h. 


120  CUIMIIXEACIIAN    BIIRAID-ALBA. 


CUIMHNEACHAN    BHEAID-ALBA. 


This  is  a  sort  of  medley  composed  in  honour  of  a  Mr.  MacNab,  a  native 
of  Breadalbane,  who  resided  in  Glasgow  and  had  been  very  kind  to 
the  Bard.  The  poem  opens  with  an  address  to  the  country,  the 
beauties  of  which  are  described  in  terse  and  classic  Gaelic.  The 
Bard  descends  into  the  glen.  As  he  approaches  a  herd  of  cattle  he 
hears  the  milkmaid's  song,  which  is  perhaps  the  sweetest  piece  in 
his  whole  works.  The  Bard  approaches  the  shelling  where  he  is 
made  welcome  by  a  Highland  matron,  whose  description  he  gives 
and  whose  praises  he  sings.  The  matron  was  doubtless  Mrs. 
MacNab,  the  wife  of  his  friend  whose  kindness  to  himself  in  time  of 
trouble  is  recorded.  Then  follows  a  lament  for  the  desolations 
caused  by  strangers  in  the  Highlands,  and  a  coronach  is  played  by 
the  aged  Harpsr  on  the  same  subject.  The  whole  finishes  with 
"  Big  John's  Testament,"  which  consists  in  a  vow  laid  upon  his 
son,  to  stand  by  the  language  and  customs  of  the  Gael,  and  see  the 
Bard  decently  buried.  —  R.B. 


A  thalamh  àrd  nan  coilltean  uaine, 

'S  nan  sruth  fior-uisg', 
Cuislean  bras  nan  lochan  domhain, 

Nach  galili  diobradh, 
Caocliain  ghlan  na  doimhne  mòir', 

A'  ruitb  air  uachdar 
Do  bheanntan  gorm,  a  tliir  nau  ciiraidli, 

'S  nam  ban  stuama, 
Neoil  ghlas  m'a  bharrail)b  stùc  a'  sniigadh 

Is  feidh  nan  langan, 
Ri  creachainn  a'  direadb  's  a'  teàrnadh, 

Le  luth  eangan, 
Coilich  nan  cneas  dubb  a'  turraraicb, 

Air  do  tholmain, 
Is  niiltean  lus  a'  fas  'na  maise, 

Le  brigb  talambainn. 
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Do  gliraiseireaii  iseal  coireacli, 

Ire  tlioracli, 
'8  fasgach  t'  iniiseagan  lurach, 

Tomach,  gleannach, 
Earbag  chlis  na  claisteaclid  ueònaich, 

Feadh  do  chluaineag, 
"Ga  falach,  fo  dhubhar  rò-clirann. 

Leis  an  ruadliaig, 
A'  cumail  a  cluais  ris  an  àili-, 

Fo  sgàil  na  coille, 
Na  li-eai-alas  le  buaidhean  nàduir, 

Air  brath-foille, 
An  t-sealgair  ag  èaladli  dlùtli  dhi 

'S  bàs  'n  glaic  leis, 
Cuilbheir  teine  's  gadhair  lùglior, 

Gu  cur  as  di ; 
Leumaidh  tu  thar  bruachan  dilionn, 

Is  stacan  garbhlaich, 
Am  boil  gioraig  nacli  gabh  innseadli, 

Le  purp  seanachais, 
'S  ioghnndh  an  obair  nam  feart, 

Do  hiath's  's  do  neart, 
'S  nach  urrainn  teallsanaich  nan  ceist, 

Am  breatlinachadb  ceart, 
Cha  d'  fhuair  thu  spùllan  milidh, 

Na  tuisg  reubaidh, 
'S  ann  tha  glaine  's  maise  's  cutliach, 

Còmhla  'd  chreubhaig, 
Fàgaidh  mi  thu  measg  nam  preas, 

Do  tlièarmunn  fùsnil, 
'S  tèarnaidh  mi  sìos  an  t-eas, 

A  dh'  eisdeaclid  bàirich 
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Nam  buar  adliarcach  air  fiiiche, 

'S  liiinneag  òighean, 
A'  bleoghan  na  tain  air  reidhleiii, 

'S  an  àl  m'a  chrotlian. 
'Nuair  clh'  fhosgail  an  Gleann  a'  m'  sliealladh, 

'S  an  spreidh  air  àilein, 
Dh'  ealaidli  mi  dlùth  do  'n  bhuaile, 

Is  sliuidh  mi  sàmliach, 
Fo  dhubhar  daraig  clieudan  sambraidh, 

An  lagan  bòidheach, 
'S  thug  an  oiteag  chiiiin  gu  m'  cblaisteacLd, 

Seisd  nan  òiirbean. 


ORAN    NA    BUAILE. 

Chaidh  gruaim  nan  sianntan  a  chadal, 
'S  tha  fèath  air  talamh  's  air  cuan. 
'S  cLoisg  gaoth  fhuaraidh  na  gaillionn, 
Gu  sith  a  L-anail  o  thuath, 
Tha  neoil  shoilleir  na  h-iarmailt, 
A'  sgaoileadh  cian  air  an  cuairt, 
'S  a'  j^figadh  gathan  na  greine, 
C'huir  bh'ith's  a'  cheitein  a  nuas. 

Thàinig  fosgladh  nam  blàithean, 
'S  tha  hisan  àillidh  nan  raon, 
Ag  eideadh  dithreabh  nam  beann, 
Is  sraithean  ghleann  air  gach  taobh  ; 
Tha  bheo  chruitheachd  'na  maise, 
'S  buair  air  faichean  le'n  laoigh, 
'S  gach  tuhich  uain'  air  a  chomhdach, 
Le  breacnaich  neòinein  fo  bhraon. 
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'S  aobliar  ioghnaidli  an  sealladli, 
M'an  cnairt  air  lagan  a  chrò, 
Doire  chiibhraidh  nam  meangan, 
Mu  'n  iadh  's  a'  mliadninn  an  ceo, 
Le  braonach  cheitein  'ga  criai'adh, 
O  cliirbean  liath-glilas  an  neòil. 
Is  eiridh  lòchran  na  soillse, 
Cur  gean  aii-  maiglidinn  nam  bo. 

A  dh'fhaicinn  trusgan  an  fhàsaich, 
'S  bruthain  àigh  a'  del  suas, 
Taisgeacli  beatli'  o  na  dùilean, 
Falluin  smuidreach  nan  cluan. 
Anail  thlusmhor  na  h-àile, 
Treòir  cinneis  nàinhaid  an  flmaclid, 
'S  glòir  an  athar  na  h-eideadh, 
A'  direadh  treun  air  a  cnairt. 

Ceorach  blilàtb  o  na  speuran, 

A  fiiucbadh  reidhlein  is  chruach, 

'S  cur  neart  fas  anns  an  dùsluinn, 

'Nuair  tbilleas  iiin'  air  a  cuairt, 

A  dh'aiseag  feartan  na  greine, 

Nach  urrainn  eucoir  thoirt  nainn, 

Ged  dh'fhògradh  laocliraidh  nan  garbb-cbriocli 

Le  fòirneart  searbli  thar  a'  cluuiin. 

Cho-fhreagair  am  Bard  fo  'n  daraig, 

Le  bras-chaoin  Gàidheil, 
Db'èirich  e'n  coinneimli  na  niaiglulinn, 

'S  thairg  e  fàilte, 
Bheacbdaich  e  le  fiamb  duin'-uasail, 

Air  gnùis  na  seirc, 
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Lan  banndachd  is  mothachadh  tearc, 

Gun  stuirt  mairc, 
A  rinn  air  innis  nan  eai'c, 

A  bheatha  gun  aire 
Gu  piibull  fosgailte  na  h-àiridh, 

Aig  fiarag  lagain, 
Strachdte  le  Liagaire  *  's  Lus  Bàchair,  f 

Is  og  mheangainn, 
A'  bheithe  chiibhi'aidh  fo  Icxl  In-aoin, 

'S  na  h-ealtan  sgiatliach, 
A'  co-sheirm  le  poncan  gaoil, 

Do'n  òg-bhean  sgiamliaich, 
lomhaigh  an  duine,  maise  daonuachd, 

Leug  na  h-annsachd, 
A  neo-chiontachd  òig'  is  faoileaclid, 

Agh  na  coaniisachd  ; 
Sin  duit  modh  is  gnè  na  Finne, 

Is  tuigear  uatha, 
Beusan  oigliean  na  Gàilig, 

Mar  a  chualas, 
Ach  ma  tha  Filidh  no  fear  suaire, 

An  run  faiglmeachd, 
M'a  dhiithchas  maighdean  na  buaile, 

Na  CO  o'n  sloinntear, 
Ainnir  mo  dhuaiii  fo  'n  riochd  so, 

Naisg  thu  caoimbneas. 
Do  nigbean  Mbic  an  Aba, 

De  sbliochd  Mliic  an  Ab'  oigbre. 

Ràinig  am  Filidli  bùtb  na  frithe, 
Le  deabis  laiste, 

*  The  Herb  Loveage.  t  Ladies  Glove. 
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'Sa  Chròlraidli  'ga  stuigeadli  gn  tViouiliair, 

Le  rùn  faicinn, 
Fo  gheugan  nain'  an  fhasgaidli  fliàsai], 

Boan  uasal, 
An  earradh  a  dùtlicliais, 

Tìr  nan  Gàidlieal. 

CRUTII    MNA    GAIDIIEALAICH. 

Chunnaic  e  bhean  Ghàidhealach  mljaiseach, 

Air  bvuacli  casligh  *  alltain  Easloch, 

A  h-aogasg  mòdliar,  ceanalt',  stuama, 

A'  noclidadli  tàbliaclid  neo-tliruaillte, 

Na  fola  's  glain'  air  cuairt  na  cruinne, 

Neo-mheasgte  gun  mheang  fainne,  f 

Mìltean  bliadlin'  an  Eìogliaclid  nam  Breacan, 

'S  i  'n  diugb  mar  bha  an  càil  's  an  cleachdiiinn 

B'  ion  èiblmeis  air  leirg  a  cboinneimh, 

Ri  màtliair  mliac  do  'n  àrd  Fhine, 

Fo  cliulaidh  do  Bhreacan  nan  Abacb, 

D'an  dùtbchas  Cinne-Alla  chorrach, 

Lie  is  Fionn  Lairig  choilleach, 

Cill-Fhinn  is  Bualtaclian  gleannach. 

Bha  riochd-fleasg  do  db'anart  mar  sbneachd, 

Air  fait  amlagach  nan  tlachd, 

Combarra  neo-chiontais  is  iochd, 

Nacli  dion  tàir  's  nach  àraich  loclid, 

Earasaid  bliasacb  nan  dath  seasach, 

Air  uachdar  an  earraidh  chneasaich, 

Bràisde  boillsgeil  mar  lèig  feacbd, 

A'  dùnadli  an  dà  oir  m'  a  h-uchd, 

Oalman  is  beitbir  'na  mlieadlion, 

*  Stnith  bras  àth.  t  Laige. 
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GràLhalta  le  teòmachd  ealaidhean, 

Bratach  ghreadlinacji  Chlann  Donnachaidh, 

Miann  sgculaichean,  bluird,  is  cliar-sheanacLaidL, 

Blia  gasan  rainich  o  stuadh  nan  dos, 

Am  bòichead  ùr-fhais  'na  laimh  dheis, 

Suaithcheantas  nan  laocli  o  Shriitlian 

Nach  d'fhniling  cuing  's  nacli  d'iarr  rathan. 

Beannachd  dlniit  's  urram  du  sliiiinsear' 

Rath  ort  's  gu  ma  buan  a  dh'innseav 

Coinneamh  a  hhàird  fo  sgàil  na  daraig, 

Ri  ceile  ruin  Mhic  an  ALa. 

Fhir  dliilis  na  li-innsginu  uailihricli 

'S  glan  an  ir'  o  'n  do  bbuaineadh, 

Na  milidh  churranta,  bhuadhach, 

An  t-sinnsearachd  threun  o'n  d'fhuaradh, 

Mac  an  Aba. 
Chuir  iad  Dail-righ  le  dearras  laochail, 
'S  cath  Bhualtachain  le  deannal  fhaobhar, 
Fo  mheirghe  nan  datlian  fraochail, 
A  thog  seachd  fineachan  an  aobhar 

Mhic  an  Aba. 

Bha  mi  i-oimh  an  gainntii'  drruinn, 
'S  m'  fhuil  air  ghoil  le  teasach  loinidh, 
Ràinig  tu  uiridh  mo  leonaidh, 
Is  sheas  thu  'd  stadh  neart  ga  m'  chomlmadli, 
A  Mhic  an  Aba. 

Ràinig  tu  leab'  a'  chruaidh  chàis, 
Dhiùlt  thu  teach  mear  na  luath-ghair, 
Is  an  iargainn  loisgeach  gam'  bhualadh, 
"  Bu  trie  agam  's  b'  annamh  nam  thu," 
A  Mhic  an  Aba. 
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'S  geàrr  aoibhneas  an  duin'  aig  fheabhas, 

Mar  a  chualas, 

Mairg,  is  fearg,  is  neo-slioamlias, 

'Ga  shior-ruagadh  ; 

'S  trom  an  t-eallacli  gaol  dùthcha, 

'S  fòirneai-t  ain'eoin, 

Biotlianaich  allmhanicli  'gar  spiiinneadli, 

'S  gun  dion  againn, 

O  shliochd  nan  treun  nacli  d'fhuiling  tàir, 

So  am  bhur  diobraidli, 

Ainneart  'gar  ruagadh  gu  c;is, 

'S  gur  a  mhi-rnin, 

Ga'r  fògradh  gu  tir  aineoil, 

Thall  thar  chuantan, 

Braid-Alba  le  gamlilas  foilleil, 

Air  a  sguabadb, 

Sglanihaiche  gun  iuclid  'ga  viu-;ga<lh, 

'Na  lom-fhasaich, 

'S  a  mic  laochail  fad  o'n  dùthclias. 

A'  caoidh  na  dh-£hàg  iad. 

Eisdeamid  sgeul  nan  sonn, 

An  rian  bàrdachd, 

O  sheanair  aosda  ceann  nan  cliar, 

Le  fuaim  clàrsaich. 

CUMHA    a'    CULAKSAIR. 

Cuimhne  na  bha, 

Ghluais  mi  gu  dan, 

'S  sinn  claoidhte  le  criidh  f.iirneirt, 

Ga'r  sgiursadh  le  smachd, 

Fo'n  smàig  nach  do  chlfaclul, 

Is  sinn  gun  diithaich 

Fo  reachd  fògraidh, 
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0  tliir  tlminiiidli  nan  clann, 

Da'n  dual  ioniairt  nan  lann, 

A  tliog  mulad  gun  clieann  domlisa, 

Greadhuinn  neo-ghlan  a'  sgrios, 

A  fhuair  sinne  fo  cliois, 

'S  sinn  gun  teanachdas, 

Gun  fliois  gun  fliàrdaicli, 

Far  an  d'àraicheadh  riamh, 

Na  trein  nach  aidicheadli  fiamh, 

Do  neach  acli  an  Dia  ràthain, 

Na  dubh  Albannaich  dhian, 

A  ghread  na  Roimliich  o  chian, 

An  deannal  nam  plan  bàsmhor, 

Air  monadli  Bhraca  nan  euchd, 

Dli'fhàg  sibli  cuimhne  nach  treig, 

Kiad  's  a  mhaireas  'n  ar  dèigh  Gàidheil, 

Air  bearradh  Chall-Duin  nan  gas, 

Fhuair  na  fithich  an  los, 

'S  air  leirg  Dhealgain  an  Rois  dh'fhàg  sil)h, 

Bèin  iiam  biothanach  cruaidh, 

A  dh'  fheuch  bhur  saors'  a  thoii't  uaibh, 

'N  am  plodraich  fuar  's  an  àrfhaich, 

Aig  Dail-rànaich  nan  tolm, 

Fhuair  na  feitheidean  cuirm, 

Air  cairbhean  nam  borb  sglàmhach. 

Leoghan  disgir  nam  beann, 

Meirghe  mhòrdha  nan  clann, 

Le  braise  neartmhor  gach  am  buadhach, 

O  staoin  chorrach  an  fheidh, 

Gu  srath  tiorail  nan  rèidh, 

Ghlèidh  e  dhain'eoin  dha  fein  na  fhuair  e. 


CUIMIINEACIIAN    BIIRAID-ALBA.  129 

Alb'  an  seun  tliu  mo  glilaodh, 

Nach  diiisg  thu  Mliàtliair  mo  ghaoil, 

M'aii  toil-  mallaclid  na  daorsa  Luaidh  ort, 

Na  sean  fhiueachan  treun, 

Air  an  sgapadh  an  cein, 

Sliochd  nan  saoi  d'am  bu  blieun  oruadail, 

An  tallachan  Ian  do  eanntag  nan  cam, 

Gu  li-ullartacli  fas  fuavaidh, 

Chithear  cumhacbag  broin, 

Is  ialtag  nam  frog, 

Gun  eagal  an  còmhnuidh  dbuaicbnidb, 

Far  an  d'àraicheadh  laoich, 

Sliocbd  nan  Criosduidhean  saor, 

Tha  nis  feadb  an  t-saoghail  fuadaicbt', 

Le  magaicb  gbreannach  tnù, 

Lior  nan  gari-achain  brù, 

'S  nan  cràin  sliopach  gun  cbliii, 

O'n  d'fbàs  iad. 

Pòr  salach  na  foill, 

Ris  an  dubbairt  ar  n-athraicbean  Goill, 

'S  trom  acainn  na  roinn  a  db'  fbàg  iad. 

Cha'n'eil  atb-cbuinge  na  ceol, 

A'.mobidb  Trianaid  na  glòir, 

Acb  balbb  mbulad  nan  tùrr  fàsail, 

Far  an  cluinnte  gu  mocb, 

Aoradb  molaidb  's  gacb  teacb, 

Tha  ciiirn  cbòmicb  's  gun  neacb, 

G'an  àiteacb', 

A  laocbraidb  gbaisgeil  nam  feacbd, 

B'e  sud  bbvir  n-urram,  is  cbleacbd 

Sibb  smachd  firinn  is  reacbd  cràbliaidb, 

Stiùlr  nèambaidb  bbur  rian, 
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A  sliliochd  cròdlia  nam  Fiann, 

Mo  chreach  dhubhacli  'ur  cian  sgànradli, 

Am  measg  almliarrach  thall, 

Far  nach  measar  'ur  call, 

'S  nach  goirear  dhibh  clann  Ghàidheal, 

An  eideadh  colgail  nam  buadh, 

Urram  fblaitliean  is  sluaigh, 

O'n  Fhiann  chatliai'ra  nuas, 

Is  CO  's  nrrainn  a  luaidh, 

An  rian  seanachais  no  dhuan, 

Alba  rioghail  ri  uair  gàbliaidli  ; 

Innsginn  theinteach  do  mhac, 

An  uair  a  thogadh  tii  t'  fheachd, 

Cha  robh  do  dheambain  's  an  t-sloclid, 

Le  gur  Shasninn  fo'n  smacbd, 

Na  chuir  do  sliaorsa  fo  reaclid  nàmliaid. 

Thaisg  an  clàrsair  aosd'  a  Cliruit, 

'S  a  dheòir  a'  frasadh, 

Grain  fòirneadb  'na  tein'  innsginn, 

A'  dian  lasadb, 

Dhracbd  aicbbheil  coir  an  duine, 

An  nair  fheuma, 

Tiodhlachd  nèimh  's  colbb  ceartais, 

A  chosg  eucoir. 

TIOMNADH    IAIN    MIIOIR. 

M'  an  gann  bha  guth  na  clàrsaich  balbb, 
'S  am  filidh  aosd'  £o  bliron  a'  falbh, 
Cbualas  air  bearradh  an  eas, 
Sgalaraclid  deanachdach  dlios, 
Ard  sheirm  Plob-mhòr  a'  seinn, 
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Caismeaclul  ohòinliraig  sliìul  Cliuinn, 
Na  ruaig  Rigli  is  ciil  air  Ghallaibh, 
Orùn-luatli  feachd-cheum  nan  sonn  iillamli, 
Nach  facas  a'  sòradh  coinneimh, 
Ri  nàmhaid  a  riiisg  claidhcamli. 

Tri  cheud  deug  is  leth  clioud  eile, 

Aois  craobh-slieanacliais  Treitli  Dhiiii-Olla, 

Fir  dheachdair  bii  chian  alladh, 

An  treas  meur  do  sliliochd  nan  tri  Cholla, 

A'  co-£hreagairt  do  'n  t-seirm  luinneach, 

Sheas  gii  stold  am  Filidh  rannach, 

A'  dearcadh  gacli  taobh  do'n  fliireacb, 

Far  an  cualas  an  torman  cathach, 

O  dhuis  tuairneacu  nam  pone  foirmeil, 

Triall  chaismeachd  nan  Diighlach  ainmeil. 

Gheibh  leanaltas  a  dhuais  mur  fàilnich, 
'S  b'  ionnan  a  thachair  do'n  Aos-dàna, 
'Nuair  dliirich  e  staoin  na  carraige, 
Cbunnaic  e  air  lorn  na  leirge, 
Le  tuar  neirt  a'  teaclid  'na  chòmhail, 
Sean  fhear  mòr  an  culaidh  Ghàidheal. 
Bha  àirde  mar  Fhiannach  sreine, 
Mhic  Cumbail  fo  chx-ann  dheò-grèine, 
Nochd  a  mliodh  uaisl'  is  gean, 
Is  misneach  sàr  ch'ii-aidh  'na  shuil  ghlain, 
Bha  labhairt  flathail,  diiineil,  suairce, 
Troimh'n  tuigte  grad  treòir  neo-thruaillte, 
Connspunn  treun  do  'n  f hine  Dhùghlach, 
Da'n  dual  eug  no  buaidh-làrach, 
Dh'  f hàiltich  e  le  seirc  an  Seanacliaidh, 
'S  dh'èisd  e  sgeul  le  stòldachd  iomchuidh, 
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Dli'fheòraich  an  t-Aos-dàn'  am  biiatliraibh  suairce, 

Co  'm  fear  àrd  a  sheas  ri  guaillinn. 

An  t-seann  laoich  Ì  '  A  dheai-bh  riochd, 

A  dheachd  tùr  nàduir  ga'm  b'e  niliac, 

Fear  mor  calma  deas  direach, 

A  thaghadh  feiiin  a  slieasamli  còracli'. 

'S  b'ionnan  a  thachair  mar  a  leanas', 

Tliionndaidh  lain-Mòr  le  dian  dhealas, 

Ghlac  e  mhac  'na  laimh  chli, 

'S  lann  chruaidh  nan  stri  'na  laimli  dlieis, 

Tliionndaidh  e'm  faobhar  an  àird, 

Is  labhair  e  gu  cràbhach  ris. 

An  Dia  o'n  d'fhuair  mi  mo  1)hith, 

Is  tusa  mar  ghibht  le  reachd  gnàth, 

Biodh  an  diugh  'na  fhianuis  dliion, 

Air  m'  ath-chuinge  le  firinn  d'a, 

Faiceadh  Abhair  nan  dùl, 

Da'n  leir  gach  cuis  a  thig  m'an  cuairt, 

Fòirneart  mo  bhràithrean  gaoil, 

Gun  teanachdas  an  taobh  so'n  uaigh  ; 

'S  giir  fiiath  le  m'anam  an  diol, 

Ged  tha  mi  fann  le  stti  na  h-aois. 

Tog  do  làmh  is  gabh  mo  ghuidhe, 

Purp  na  chual  thu  trie  nam  roimhe, 

Seas  is  coisg  an  tuaileas  gràineil, 

'Tha  mort  an  fhuigheil  bliig  a  dh'fhàgadh, 

Gàidheil  mo  ghaoil  fo  bhinn  ceilge, 

Ach  gu  sònruicht  suinn  Bhraid-Alba. 

Dion  an  cànainn  's  an  cleachdainn, 
'An  aghaidli  mi-run,  tuii,  is  triochdan, 
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Nam  bolgairean  gun  clilih  gun  mhiiitheas, 
A  gheur-leanas  iad  an  taobh  so  fhlaitheas, 
Sin  seadh  tlo  bhòid.     Gleidh  i  mliic, 
Is  faic  am  Bard  le  seirc  fo'n  lie. 


liANN  MARBH-THAISG  DHONNACHAIDH 
MHIC-BHLAIR, 

Ttiathanach  ami  an  He,  a  chaochail,  Mios  Meadlionach 
an  Earraich,  1867. 


GUTH. 
An  cluinn  thvi  teàrnadh  o  Chnoc-na-£aire, 
Fuaim  nan  cas-cheum  tiamhaidh  trom, 
'3  an  ceol  tursach  ag  aomadli, 
"Cha  till  mi  tuille"  gu  saoglial  nam  beò  1 
Tlia  'n  caomlian  Criosdail, 
Gu  h-iosal  gun  chlaisteaclid  gun  iùl, 
Air  mùthadh  o  bheatha  gu  bus. 

FKEAGRADH. 
Ged  a  dheàrrsas  gi-ian  air  corsan  cian  nan  ."^peur 
'S  ged  a  ruitheas  dealanacli  nam  biorag  dea'-g, 
A'  sgoltadh  rathad  a  thoirm  'n  a  dheigh ; 
Ged  a  thogadh  crith-tlialtnhainn, 
O  ghrunnd  an  domhain,  Ic  freotli-theinp, 
Beanntan  Albainn  a.s  ùr, 
'S  an  siighadh  a  rithisd  'n  an  còmhnard; 
Ged  a  sLeidcadli  ccitliir  ghaothan  na  cruinne, 
A'  togail,  'n  a  h-aon  bhiiinne  colgacli, 
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All  fhaivge  mhotharacb  gu  h-iomall  a  mend; 

Ged  a  thilgte,  'n  am  proniiach  mean, 

Creagan  ailbliinn  nam  beann 

An  slugadb  farsuing  a'  chuain; 

Ged  a  sgoilteadh  an  talamh, 

Gu  taisgeach  nan  nisgean  mora 

Falaicbt'  an  diomhaireacbd  a'  cbuain; 

Ged  a  racbadb  caraig  Dùn-an-Righ 

'N  a  gaineamb  mbln  an  Locb-eite ; 

Ged  a  db'  eireadb  armailt  nam  fineacban, 

'S  an  leogbann  dearg,  buadbach, 

Le  smacbd  riogbail  na  b-Alba, 

A'  casgaivt  gacb  nàmbaid 

Aig  an  robb  de  dbànacbd  a  dhùsgadb; 

Ged  a  sbeideadb  ran  na  dùdaicb, 

0  bhunait  gu  bàrr  nan  stiican  liatb, 

Ag  iarraidh  a  macb  nan  Gàidbeal, 

Aluinn  'n  an  crutb,  àrd  'n  an  gniomb, 

Treun,  uasal,  dileas,  gun  mbeatacbd, 

Na  gaisgicb  o  na  fritbean  coillteacb, 

A'  greasadh  le  graoinneacbadb  Crois-tàrra, 

Gus  an  àrfbaicb,  a  gbleidbeadb  a  cbrùin 

Do  nigbean  riogbail  Rigb  Seumas, 

Na  h-Ailpeinicb  's  na  db'  eiricb  dbiubb 

Gu  stèidb  a  mòraclid; 

Ged  tbigeadb  so  uile,  cba  cbluinn 

'S  cba  dùisg  e  o  cbadal  udlaidb  sgàil  a'  bbàis. 

Sint'  an  uaigb  dborcba  na  tosdacbd, 

Tba  'n  caomban  bàigbeil  fo  gblais  nam  marbb 

'S  àite  falamb  aig  cacrailt  an  aoraidb, 

Far  nacb  feudadh  mi-bbeus  labbairt, 

'S  nacli  d'  tbug  fasgadb  riabb  do  mbl-rùu. 
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GUTII. 

Bhrist  freumhacli  aosd' de  chraobh  Chlann-Bhlàir; 

Bithidh  so  air  'fhàgail  air  a  lie ; 

Oliù  nach  'eil  trie,  acli  is  tior  a  dli'  innsear 

Leis  na  fhuair  air  eòlas  : 

Aoidheil,  caoimhneil  ri  boclid; 

XJasal,  macanta  'n  a  blieus; 

Firinneach,  dileas,  gun  fhoill, 

A  thug  an  dlighe  mar  a  tlioill 

Do  gacli  aon.     Blia  lj(;annaclid  hiclid-tuarasdail 

Duit  air  tir  's  air  muir, 

Mar  a  thuit  do  chrannchur. 

Thus'  a  shiiibhlas  cuan  nan  gàbhadh, 

Faie  's  an  lar,  'n  a  chaisil-chro, 

Maraiche  cruadalach,  dàna, 

A  bu  trie  a  sheas  Tmradh  gaoithe  a's  fairge, 

Air  tonnan  feargach  smith  a's  sèididh. 

Thus'  a  ghleidheas  an  trend 

Air  aisridh  nan  sleibhtean  kisrach, 

Tog  a  nail  o  sgiirr  an  eas, 

Neòineag  gheal,  eagach  an  fhàsaich; 

Cuir  an  so  i  air  uaigh 

A'  lihuachaille  d'  am  bu  dùthchas 

Còmhall  corrach  nan  treudan  lìonmhoi'. 

Bha  'm  fear  dileas  so  an  sud  'n  a  oige, 

Aig  crò  's  aig  creachan  'g  an  cuallach. 

Seas  air  a  lie  a's  guidh  do  chrioch 

A  bhi  le  sith  mar  a  thuiradh  dhasan. 
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KAN  NAN. 

MU  BHAS  AN  URRA MATCH  NIALL  STRACHAX. 

Minister  Far/la  Is  Chcdum  Chi  He,  '««,  GHascho, 
A  chaocltail  (iìiììs  a  mhlos  Mhàiijìi,  1S60. 


Fhir  a  ghabhas  an  rathad, 
Stad  's  thoir  aire  do'n  uaigh  so, 
Smaoiniicli  ceart  mar  is  eigin, 
Dhuiun  gu  leir  dol  gu  truailkaclid, 
'S  nach  cum  urram  no  mòrcliuis, 
Maoin  na  seoltachd  sinn  uaipe, 
0  na  thoill  sinn  le  peacadh, 
Buaidh  teaclidair'  an  uamhais. 

0  dhuine  nach  diomhain, 

Earbs'  a  ni  tlia  anns  an  t-saoglial, 

'S  lagh  ar  caocliladh  do'n  t-siorr'achd, 

A  glinàth  sgrìoblit'  air  ar  n-aodainn, 

"Mar  flieur  uaine  na  faiche, 

Tha  uaill  is  maise  chlann  daoine,"* 

Seargaidh  àilleachd  na  colla, 

'Nuair  a  ghearras  corran  an  aoig  sinn. 

Bheir  e'n  Righ  us  a  cliathair, 
A  dh'aindeoin  cavachd  na  h-eucoir, 
A  tha  cum  ail  chàich  £o  a  chasan, 
'S  iad  ag  acain  's  nach  eisd  e, 
Cha  'bhi  oisein  na  fhàrdaich, 
Nach  teid  am  has  air  a  dhèigh  ann, 
'S  e  ga  ghreasad  gu  priosan, 
Nach  fosgail  innleachd  na  èiric. 
*  Isaiah  xl.  0. 
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Bheir  e'ui  bratliadair  suàgacL, 
A  blia  'na  thriiill  aig  air  iarrtas, 
Gu  liithair  Breitheamh  nan  uile, 
An  TÌ  nach  urrainn  iad  fhiaradh, 
A  dheanadh  firinn  do  bhreugan, 
'S  a  chuir  euceart  an  àite, 
Ceavtas  fiorghlan  na  riaghailt, 
INIar  a  dh'iarras  an  àithne. 

Ach  faic  fo  glilasan  a  bliàis, 
Gun  chomas  fàilte  na  còmhradh, 
Am  fear  nach  f haca  'n  a  eigin, 
Neach  's  e  'ni  feum  air  a  chòmhnadh, 
E  nis  gun  chlaisteachd  gun  leirsinn, 
Eabhadh  geur  dhuinn  nach  beò  e, 
'S  gu'n  tàinig  cumhachd  an  eig  air, 
Nach  coisg  beusan  na  fùghlum. 

Sin  a  chreubh  anns  an  duslach, 

Is  sin  thusa  mar  bha  e, 

Laidir  fallain  a'  d'  blieò-shlaint', 

'S  ged  tha  thu  og  na  bi  dàna, 

Cha  diong  storas  na  uabhar, 

Ni  's  an  uair  ud  ga  d'  theàrnadh, 

'Nuair  thig  gairm  air  son  t-anama, 

Bàirlinn  shearbh  nach  gabh  ùicheadh. 

Faic  an  tcangair  ur-labhi'ach, 
Urrannt'  ainmeil  'na  shineadh, 
Aghaidh  dhuineil  na  faoileachd, 
A  nis  air  cafichladh  lomhaigh, 
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'S  an  t-anam  luachmlior  air  fàgail, 
"Cor])  a  bhùis  so"  gun  chlìth  ann, 
Sin  am  fuigheall  a  flli'fhàgadli, 
Den  fliear  nach  àicheadh  an  fhirinn. 

Dillseachli,  ceannsachd,  is  fughluni, 

Do  bhuaidhean  corr  's  rinn  thu  feum  dhiubb, 

Triiiir  is  annanih  a  tliugadh, 

Do  aon  duine,  le  cheile 

Le  guth  oscarra'  sparradh, 

Brigh  do  labliairt  mar  dh'fheumadh, 

Gach  aon  a  reir  mar  'bha'n  eòlas, 

Sean  is  og  de  d'  luchd  èisdeachd. 

Do  liobliairt  stòlda,  ghlan,  rianail, 
A'  freagairt  briathran  na  Gàilig, 
Gnìomh  a  dliearbh  dhaibh  na  thug  thu, 
O  chànainn  chumhachdaich  nàduir, 
A  bhiodh  a  froiseadh  o  d'  bhilean, 
Gu  reidh,  fileanta,  làidir, 
Their  do  threud  's  tha  e  fior, 
Gur  tearc  na  Fionas  dhaibh  t-àite. 


'S  ceart  a  bhreith  i  gu  beachdaidh, 
Tha  e  deachdair  ri  fhaotainn, 
Fear  do  ghnàth  mar  dhuin'  uasal, 
Fear  do  shuairceis  's  do  dhaonnachd, 
Cha  b'e  t-àbhaist  a  ghrnamachd, 
Ni  a  bhuannaich  an  gaol  duit, 
Seirc  an  cridhe  's  an  dùrachd, 
A  mhaireas  iir  dhuit  re'u  saoghal. 


RAXN    MAUBII-TIIAISG    IAIN    LIIM. 

Sud  mar  'fluiavadh  rianili  earbsa, 
Nan  Sean  Albannach  airidh, 
Urrain  ciiinicli  iia  talaudiainn, 
'S  fad'  tha'u  seanachas  g'a  aitliris, 
'S  na  bha'n  so  dhiubh  fo  d'  clmramsa, 
'S  aobliar  tùirs'  dliaibh  do  sgaradh, 
Uath'  an  toiseach  do  làithean, 
'S  tu  'nis  's  an  àireamli  nach  niaireann. 

Tha  fuaim  cunih'  ann  a  d'  tlialla, 
'S  deoir  uiiui  ann  a'  taosgadh, 
'S  co'n  Criosduidh  a  dhàich'eas, 
Nach  mor  àraidh  a  h-aobhar, 
A  bhi  CO  truth  air  a  sgaradh, 
O'n  fhear  le'n  caitheadh  i  saoghal, 
'S  ged  thig  mochthràth  is  anmoch, 
Cha'n  aisii;  aim  sir  a  iraol  dith. 
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RANN    MARBH-THAISG    IAIN    LUIM, 
AM    BARD    ABRACH. 


Iain  Lnim  'san  òrdugh  's  tu'n  seachdamh,* 
Le  roinn  aon  còrr  mar  a  chleachd  thu 
Craon,  creadhail,  crosda,  creasgoin.  creapall,  contreill, 
Crearal,  crasgach,  reasgach,  crearadh,  coinntibh, 
Cloth,  cluach,  clothach,  babhunn  brislich, 
Ailleai't,  aicliilleach,  ailbhinn,  do-bhiistidh, 
Broisg,  braightseil,  brodach,  brollaigh,  brianna,  breangail,t 
Breas-cholbh,  breaslainn,  breas,  breasda,  breas-rod,  cainnte, 
Sheas  thu  t'aonar  an  goil  boile  fad  do  laithean, 
'S  gheibheadh  do  namhaid  's  do  chaiaid  thu  far  am  f agt'  thu. 
*  An  òrdngh  Bhrdan  aiumeil  na  Giiidhealtachd. 
t  Ranusaicli  Briathradairean  no  Gailig  aii-son  nam  facal  so. 
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O  R  A  N . 


Cliuunaic  au  t-ughdar  sgeul  bàis  ua  nana  so  ann  an  gasaid  uaigheachd 
an  Glaschu.  Cha'u  fhac  e  riamh  an  duine  na  bhean,  acli  gu  'n  robh 
au  ainm  aig  o  iomradh.  Bha  iad  araan  de  mhuiuutir  au  Eileau 
Ariauaich. 


A  slieanair  chaoimh  a  tha  air  t-astar, 

As  a  cblachan  so  shios, 

'S  beag  au  t-ioghnaclh  mar  a  tha  tliu, 

'S  mar  a  Llia  thu  nach  bi, 

O  na  dhruid  an  uaigli  air  do  cheil', 

A  dh'fhàg  'na  deigh  thu  ri  bron, 

Cuis  nach  furtaich  an  leigh, 

A  chioun  nach  eirich  i  beo. 

Ged  a  thromaich  uallach  nam  bliadhnan, 

Ort  m'an  d'iarvadh  i  bhuait, 

A  rèir  ua  fhuair  mi  de'  d'  sgeula, 

Bu  deas  treum  thu  'nuair  a  fhuair 

Thu  bhean  mhacanta  dhileas, 

De  shliochd  mileaut'  Ghrcim-Cruaidh, 

Treubh  da'n  duthchas  an  àrach, 

Air  ccann  nan  (iaidheal  gu  buaidh. 

'iSTuair  a  fhuair  sinn  a  Gliàsaid, 
Sgeula  bàis  do  bhean  ruin, 
Thog  Slid  cuimhne  na  bha  dhuinn, 
A  toirt  a  làthair  sean  is  iir, 
Naigheachd  tiiiiseach  a'  Ijhroin, 
A  chaisil-chrò  dol  do'n  chill, 
Do  leaba  dliorcha  na  tiamhachd, 
As  nach  iarrar  gun  till. 

Aon  seach  aon  de  na  dilsean, 
A  sheasadh  firinneach  leinn, 
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'Nuiiir  a  thigeaclh  deucliaiiiu  luiu  eairdcaii 

'S  a  bhitlieadh  each  air  ar  binn, 

An  deigli  letli  seacliduinn  de  làithean, 

Sgairt  o  àiveamh  nam  beò, 

Bhrist  an  ceangal  nacli  tàth  ruiun, 

'S  olia'n  fhaic  an  àit'  iad  ni's  mo. 

O  chumhachd  deisinn  na  trr.aillcaclul, 
'San  do  bhuaidh  leis  an  aog, 
Is  nacli  caomhainn  thu  deò  dhinn, 
A  toirt  leat  na  h-oige  's  na  li-aois, 
Corran  sgaithidli  do  leir-sgrios, 
A  gheàrr  na  dheiig  dliinn  gu  làr, 
'S  na  tha  beo  ni  thn  'm  bualadli, 
Le  gatb  uamhaiT  a  bliàis. 

Tbiiit  do  thaice  o  do  cLùlsa, 
Nach  aisig  iiine  gu  bràth, 
Rabhadh  ciiinteacli  gu  leir  dhuinn, 
A  bill  dol  'ii  an  deighsan  a  bha, 
Dli'flialbli  do  choimpire  stòlda 
A  tliagli  thu  òg  a  measg  chaicli, 
'S  CO  nacli  tiomaich  a  chnal'  e, 
Is  sinn  uile  buailteaeh  do  d'  cliàs. 

Ged  a  thig  easlaiut  'gar  bualadli,    . 
Call  is  cruaidh-chàs  is  dith, 
Is  each  a'  diùltadh  gu  gruamach, 
Roinn  de'n  ualUich  a  tlioirfc  dinn, 
Bithidh  na  trèibh-dhìrich  cliaomh, 
Leinn  ag  aonadh  an  saothair, 
'S  a  toirt  a  ghath  as  gach  dulas, 
Cha  dithist  beù  sinn  ach  aon. 
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THA  NA  RANNAN  SO  MAR  GUM  BANN  AIR 
LEACAN  UAIGHEAN  NAM  BARD.  * 


A  Ghaidheil  big,  tlia  t-àm  blii  'g  eiriclh, 
Fhaic  tbix'n  Seanfhear  liatli  'na  eideadh, 
'S  na  h-àrmuinu  fhineachail  a'  giuasad 
'Nan  culaidhean  dearg  is  name, 
'S  'nan  datlian  eile  a  fhuair  gacli  innleaclid, 
Ag  aitliris  air  bogha  na  dile. 

'Se  sud  a  chuir  air  leih  o  cliàch  sibh, 

'S  lean  e  nuas  o  àl  gu  h-àl  rnibh,— 

Eideadb  rigbrean  is  uaislean, 

Maiseacb,  cathach,  flathail,  fuasgailt' ; 

Sonruicbte  mar  ordugh  nàduir 

A'  cur  treis  is  gaisg'  anns  na  dh'  fbàs  ann. 

'S  àrd  an  iomradh  na  fir  cbalma 

O  bbeanntan  tuatbacb  na  h-Albn, 

Far  an  d'fbuair  Mac  Fhinn  a  Ghàilig, 

'S  teagblach  mòr  nan  Duan  na  db'  fbàg  iad 

An  uair  a  sbeinn  iad  maiseacbd  torn  is  doire, 

Creacban,  is  criiacb  is  coire, 

Beanntan  is  iiillt  an  fbàsaicb, 

Am  fiadb  's  an  ruaig  's  an  Tore  's  an  sgàirneacb, 

*  From  the  North  British  Daily  Mail,  Nov.  26,  1867. — "Glasgow- 
Celtic  Society. — We  are  iuf  ormed  that  the  directors  of  this  society, 
after  mature  consideration,  have  decided  that  the  first  prize  for  the 
best  Gaelic  poem  is  to  be  awarded  to  Wm.  Livingston,  Dale-street, 
Tradeston." 
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Ooille  's  coin  'na  bàrr  an  còisir 

Air  geugan  duilleagach  nan  i-o-clirann  ; 

Banai'ach,  buachaill,  is  àiridli 

Anns  an  cruinnicli  treudan  le  'n  àlach, — 

Grain  ghaoil  is  laoidhean  cràbliaidh, 

Pìobaireachd,  's  luinneagan  na  bnaile, 

lorraui  rùmliaclid  's  aoir  nan  tuasaid. 

Oisein  treun  an  tùs  na  cliarachd,* 

'S  CO  's  nrrainn  innseadh  mar  iarrtas 

Mar  a  dh'aithris  thu  colg  a'  gheamhraidh, 

Stoh-m  an  fhaoiltich  's  soireann  f  samhi-aidh, 

Tairneanach,  dealanach,  is  fairge, 

Gaoth,  clach-mlieallain  's  tuiltean  gailblieacli, 

Dùilean  an  athair  'nan  ordugh, 

'S  gealach  is  reultan  a'  còmbnadh 

Annrachd  a'  chuain  fo  neòil  na  h-oidh(  he 

A'  falacli  lochran  na  soillse  ; 

Anns  gach  cùis  an  deanar  t-fhaicinn 

Cha  robh  's  cha  blii  na  bheir  do  cheart  dui^, 

Dh'  fhàilnich  teanga  nam  Bard  ann, 

Their  iad  sud  e  's  leanaidh  each  iad 

Oisein,  an  comunn  nam  flath — 

Oisein,  am  boil  a'  chath — - 

Oisein  uasal  gun  cheilg — 

Oisein  am  frith  na  seilg — 

Oisein  ag  iomain  na  ruaige — 

Oisein  a'  tiomachadh  ri  truaighe — 

Oisein  a'  diùltadh  a  bhualadh.  ;: 

Chuir  thu  Ghàilig  gu  bun  a  h-anail, 

*  Chorus.  t  Serenity,  mildness. 

i  Faic  Dim  an  Deirg  a  chaiunt  fcin  air  a  chilis; 
"  Chaomhainn  mi  fèin  an  Laoch  leònta." 
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Cha  d'  fliàg  tlni  diog  'na  creubli  gun  labhairt ; 

Gniomh  nacli  do  rinii  mac  duine, 

Cha  robli  e  ami  's  clia  tig  e  tuille, 

O'n  latha  dhruid  an  t-eiig  fo'n  fliòid  tliu, 

'S  a  ghlais  e  ieat  do  bliuaidliean  comliraidh. 

So  a  nnas  'nan  am  's  a'  cliùrsa 

Crimine  na  clàrsaich  is  Deardail  thuirseach, 

A  chuir  an  eagar  an  Dan  bronach 

A'  caoidli  Chlann  Uisnich  marbh  le  fòirncart  ; 

Crimine,  bean  Dlieirg  an  Doix-e, 

Thuit  fcliu  òg  le  brath-foille, 

Dli'  fhalbh  tliu  grad  mar  aiteal  grèine 

'JST  nail"  a  sheinn  thu  cumha  do  clieile. 

Faic  naigli  a'  Bliàird  aosda 

Mar  a  dli'iarrainn  e  air  Ijruach  a'  cliaochain. 

A  sheanair  chaoimli,  gun  sannt  'g  ad'  bhuairendh, 
Mheal  tliu  bheatha  so  gun  bhruaillean  ; 
lluaig  an  fheidh  air  uchdacli  fritlie, 
Gadliar  aintheasacli  a'  strl  ris, 
Treudan  mèileacli  air  an  àilean, 
Sruithean  sèimli  fo  glieugan  sgàileacli 
Na  dh'iarr  tliu  f  haicinn  mar  do  phòrsan, 
Sluigeadli  an  saoglialtacb  an  corr  dlieth  ! ! ! 

Fliilidh  Comhacliag  na  Sròine, 

'S  tus'  an  coigeamh  's  an  ordugli, 

Tlia  do  chainnt  a'  teachd  co  bras  ; 

Pti  oiteagan  plathacli  le  fras  ; 

Saoilear  gu'm  faicear  thu  beò 

Air  aonach  an  tabhannaich  na  trar, 

Am  miol-chu  leanailteach  gun  liith  aim, 
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An  nair  a  thug  an  crocach  an  stùc  dlietli 

Chain  e'n  soalladh.     Tliuit  a  mliisneach, 

Tha'n  sealgair  fnrachair  a'  clisgeadh, 

'S  an  gatli  riobliagach  o  bhogha  lùbte 

A'  tolladh  calg  damh  deavg  a'  bhiiiridli, 

An  seaelid  's  an  tri  fichead  rann  a  dli'  flmg  tliu 

Is  feàiT  a  dli'innseas  mu  d'  àbhaist. 

A  laoicli  uasail  rug  an  aois  ort 

'Nuair  a  chas  an  "  t-adh  odhar  maol  riut  "  * 

Mairidh  tu  le  iomradh  ogail, 

An  craobh  Fliineachail  Chlann  Domiinuill. 

Eilean  a'  clieo  's  nan  sgiathan, 

B'  olc  a'  chilis  na'n  diidtadh  iaiTtas 

Do  Mhairi  chliùiteach  nan  Oran 

A  sheinn  duit  luinneag  is  cronan, 

'S  cumha  tiamhaidli  Triath  nan  Leodach. 

Rann  marbh-thaisg  air  Leac  a  Lighe 

A  chi  'm  fear-turuis  'niiair  a  thig  e. 

Thogainn  do  chàrn  do  chlachan  ailbhinn, 
Carragh  'na  mheadhon  's  t-aois  is  t-ainm  air  ; 
An  crutlianan  sgriobhaidh  nan  Druidhneach 
'S  bu  bheag  sud  mar  mheas  do  d'  chuimhne. 
Biodh  do  dhealbh  an  culaidh  chadaidh, 
'S  fleasg  mu  d'  fhalt  do  dhuilleach  dax'aich, 
'S  Gearradh-arm  nan  Leòdach  arach 
A'  d'  làimh  dheis  air  leac  o  charraig, 
Thoir  do  chàch  mar  is  àill  do  dhileab, 
Ach  tilg  do  THOXNAG  air  an  Ileach. 

A  bheau.     Bha  esan  seau  is  ise  òg.     Faic  Comhachag  na  Sròiue, 
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Thus'  Iain  Lnim  ;  gun  fois  stòras 
Connspaid  bhuan  gun  stacl  an  tùir  oi't, 
Sgiùrs  thu  iad  o'n  Eigh  's  a'  fhatliair 
Gu  Brian  an  ruaraliair  a  l)lia'n  Athull, 
Le  teanga  nach  do  gliluais  ri  càivean 
A  leithid  eile  o'n  latha  dh'fiiàs  i. 
Their  each  Iain  Lom  riut.     Ainm  is  feai 
Sùisde  greadaidh  Eai-ra-GhàidheiL 


0  R  AK 

comunn  nam  fineachan  gaidiiealach  ann  an  glaschu, 
a'  cheud  la  do  'x  bhliadiina,  1859. 


Bha  mi  'n  deigh,  's  tha  mi  'n  deigh, 

'S  bidh  mu'n  deigh  air  'ur  n-eachdraidh, 

Air  Gaih'g,  daidheamh  mòr,  is  piob, 

'S  coir  nam  mac  air  riogh'chd  nan  breacan. 

A'  cheud  oidhche  do  'n  bhliadhn'  ùir, 

'S  tigh  mor  na  cuirm  mar  liichairt  hiiste, 

Chruinnich  clanna  na  tir  àird, 

Ris  an  abrar  gu  briith  na  gaisgich. 

Fo  'n  earradh  scan  's  a  mhaireas  iir, 

Le  uiTam  bhuan  nach  muth  's  nach  ghicar, 

0  Ghàidheil  Albannach  d'  an  coir, 

Làmh  dheas  na  morachd  's  a  cleachdadb. 

Fineachan  tir  gharbh  a'  chuain, 

Broilleach  uaill  an  domhain  fharsuing, 

A  thug  Eighrean  do  Bhreatunn  gu  leir, 
Do  Eirinn  's  na  gheill  fo  smachd  dhiubh. 
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'S  dùthchas  (luibh  mar  bliarnuit  Iniaidli, 
Stàilinn  fuar  glas  cruaidh  iiach  taisich, 

A  ghleidh  do'r  n-Ath'raicliean  na  fhuair, 
'S  bu  shou  iad  a  chual'  's  nacli  fac  e. 

Le  Leoglian  siivdagach  nan  Clann, 

Barran  Lann  ni'a  cheann  's  e  Imis-loum, 

Fogh'nau  deilgneacli  'na  mliàig, 

'S  e  beucaich  "  An  rathad  àrd  troimli  Sliasunn.' 

Rioclid  nam  fear  nacli  d'fhuiliiig  rinmli. 
Duals  no  iari'tas  a  thug  dhaibh  masladh, 

Seas'acli  mar  cliarraigean  nam  beann, 
Cha  d'  aom  iad  le  feall  no  le  gealtachd. 

Sealladh  nach  b'  ait  leis  na  Gaill, 

Boillsgeadh  soills'  o  cliriosan  breacnaiclit', 

Le  spangan  airgid  naill  nan  Rigb, 

A'  cuii"  mais  air  lith  nan  leiigan  snaidlit'i. 

A'  tilgeadh  lainnir  air  an  t-siiil, 

Mar  dhrillsein  geal  o  dlirùchd  na  faiche, 

Seudaa  nam  fear  is  feàrr  dealbh, 

Air  uaclidar  talamhuinn  ri'm  faiciun. 

A'  measg  na  bba  's  na  tbig  'n  ar  deigli, 

Bliur  dreach  's  bhur  ceutaicliead  cha'n  fhaicear, 

Leithid  luth  is  crutb  is  ceum, 

Nan  Gàidheal  fo  an  eideadh  feaclulail. 

Fearalaclid  gun  mlieang  'n  an  gniiis, 

Misneach  àrd  is  diiraclid  gaisgell, 
'S  neo-chiontachd  a  thàladh  mnà, 

Buaidhean  nàdurra  nam  macaibh. 
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O  Albaimi  's  dliith  dliuit  cumlia  bròin, 
Thig  cioiita  fògradh  is  anclieart  ort, 

Eugaidh  tu'n  tiiil  fol'  is  dheur, 
Airson  d'  eucoir  do  d'  clniltaice. 

!Na  trèiblidhiricli  'bu  dioii  duit  riamh, 

A  sgap  thu  cian  's  nach  till  a  d'fhaicinn,  - 

No  tbogail  d'eiric  do  d'  nàmli, 

A  reubas  tu  gu  bàs  gun  aichbheil. 

A  N"èill  bliàin  o  Luinn  cha  sgeula  faoin, 
Po  dhuinealaclid  'an  aobhar  ceartais, 

Thagair  thu  gu  dan'  an  cùis, 

'S  ma  sbeasas  each  ri'n  cùl  mar  dheachd  thu 

Bithidh  na  Gàidheil  mar  an  coir, 

Air  toiseach  miadh  na  h-Eorpa  farsuing, 

Is  Albainn  aig  ceann-biiird  nan  E-iogh'chd 
Ceart  a  h-aois,  a  gniomli,  's  a  h-eachdraidh. 


SORAIDH  DHONNACHAIDH  DO  CHOMHAL. 


Air  Fonn. — "Banks  of  sweet  Amond." 

The  "  Donnachadh  "  here  referred  to  is  Mr  Duncan  White,  president 
of  the  "Comunn  Gàidhealach  Ghlaschu,"  and  treasurer  of  the 
"  Cowal  Society."  Mr  White  was  a  great  friend  of  the  Bard,  and 
on  more  than  one  occasion  gave  very  tangible  proofs  of  his  ap- 
preciation of  the  son  of  song.  It  was  very  much  owing  to  M  r 
White's  exertions  that  the  handsome  obelisk,  that  marks  the 
Bard's  last  resting  place,  was  raised.  Mr  White  is  a  most  enthus  i- 
astic  Highlander  and  foremost  in  any  movement  that  he  believ  es 
calculated  to  foster  the  language  and  customs  of  the  Gael.  I  u 
this  he  and  the  Bard  were  congenial  spirits. — R.B. 
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So  'u  dùthaich  is  feh,rr  leat, 
So  an  dull  uacli  dean  t'  fhiigail 
Gu'iu  bi  crioch  air  do  làitlieau, 
An  tir  na  Gailig  's  an  fhoidh. 


Dli'fhàsaich  fògradh  do  cliriochan, 
Lomair  fòirneart  gu'n  dion  thu  ; 
A.  mliàthair  aosda  nam  milidli 
'S  tùirseach  ìnnseadh  an  sgenl, 
A  bhitlieas  iiv  do  gach  àl  diubh, 
Anns  gach  diithaich  am  fas  iad  ; 
'S  nach  loir  iiine  gu  bràth  iad, 
Gil  tir  na  Gàilig  's  an  fheidh. 

Bheir  na  li-aosnilioir  do'u  nig  e, 

'S  bithidh  e  daonnan  'nan  còmliradh  ; 

Mav  bhuaidh  eucoir  gun  tròcair, 

A  thug  gach  bron  leis  'na  dheigh. 

Lasair  chaoireach  gun  bhàthadh, 

A  dh'  fliàg  do  dhaoine  gun  fhàrdaich  ; 

'S  gun  aon  a  dh'fhaodadh  do  theàrnadh, 

A  thir  na  Gàilig  's  an  fheidh. 

O  Aii-d  Laomain  gu  Fine, 
Comhal  seilg  nan  sean  righrean  ; 
Tha  gaoir  na  fairge  mu  d'  lochdar, 
'S  cha  'n  'eil  thu  iseal  no  reidh. 
Falluinn  neulach  air  d'  àirdean, 
Os  ceann  do  reidhleanan  fàsail ; 
Coron  òirdhearcas  nàdiiir, 
Air  tir  na  Gàilig  's  an  fheidh. 
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Tlia  fraocli  crò-Jliearg  's  uaine, 

'Sgaoilt'  mar  cliòmhdacli  air  d'  uaclidar  ; 

Lusan  locsliUint'  is  fuarain, 

A  thng  feartan  baadliach  do'n  leigh. 

Sonas  diitliaicli  nan  Gàidheal, 

A  ghlèidli  na  laoicli  nd  an  slàinte  ; 

'S  fàsail,  fuaraidh  an  àite, 

An  tir  na  GàiJig  's  an  fheidh. 

'S  lionuihor  Mam  agus  stùc  ann, 
'S  lionmlior  Ian  slirutb  gun  smùirnean  ; 
Air  grinncal  min-geal  a'  spùtadb, 
An  glacan  cubliraidh  fo  d'  sgeifli. 
A'  bheinn  mbeadhoin  nan  àiridb, 
'S  am  bi  'n  liatb-cbearc  a'  tàladb  ; 
Tba  tbu  sònriiicbt'  a'  d'  àite, 
An  tir  na  Gàilig  's  an  fbèidb. 

Bba  faogbaid  Fbinn  ann  do  fbrifcbean, 
'S  laoicb  na  Morbbeinn  ga  d'  dliireadb  ; 
Fèitbean  calmacbd  ga'n  sineadb, 
Aig  còmbbxin  i  ìgb  a'  cur  rcis. 
Air  fonn  cbreacbain  is  Làirig, 
Far  an  d'fluiair  iad  an  àracb  ; 
A  nia  gun  Fbine  gun  àitcr.cb', 
An  tir  na  Gàilig  's  an  fheidli. 

Coii-'-an-t-Sitli  far  am  b'eòbicli, 
Am  Forsair  cliùiteacb  an  Còmblacb  '■ 
Mbair  a  cbuimbne  'na  òran, 
Le  bu:in  òige  nticb  treig. 

*  Iain  Mac-Ille'bliàin, 
Forsair  Choiran-t-Sith  'an  Conihal,  1661. 
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Crhnair  seilg  agus  l);adachcl, 
Uasal,  firinueach,  baiglieil  ; 
Ftìar  do  sliloinneadh  Cblauu-bliàna, 
An  t\i-  na  Gàilig  'san  fhòidli. 

Thus'  is  oighr'  air  a  choir  ud, 
Nach  ceannaich  uabhav  no  stovas, 
Fhuair  thu  dileab  o'n  t-seòrsa, 
Caoimhueas  corr  is  deagh  bheus. 
Gheibh  thu  'n  cumhail  nam  bràithrean, 
UiTam  criosduidh  's  gach  àite ; 
Gus  an  sinoar  's  an  làr  thu, 
An  tir  na  Gàilie;  's  an  flieidh. 


FIOS      Til  UN     A'     BHAIRD, 

XA  ORAN  BEAX  DHONXACUAIDII.* 
Air  Foxn. — "When  the  Icye  comes  hame." 


[It  niiy  be  interesting  to  the  readers  of  the  "  Orauaiche' to  know 
tie  occasion  of  this  Song,  the  origin  of  the  chorus  "  Fios  thun  a' 
BiJiird,"  and  the  name  "  Oran  Beau  Dhuunachaidh."  It  was  as 
fclows. — The  Baid  expressed  a  great  desire  to  have  a  piece  of 
hone-made  "  Islay  Cloth"  to  make  a  kilt  or  jacket  of  ;  Mr.  R. 
Hair,  now  minister  of  St.  Columba  Church,  Glasgow,  sent  the 
Bird  a  web  of  grey  home-made  cloth,  got  fiom  his  mother  for 
ths  purpose,  with  the  following  address  upon  it,  "  Fios  thun  a' 
Blàird  Ilich,  o  Bhean  Dhonnachaidh."  In  return  for  this  Wm. 
Lvingstone  sent  the  following  song,  hf.nce  the  name  and  chorus.] 

The  ibove  note  u-hic7i  appears  zvith  the  Sony  in  the  "  Oranaiche," 
trull/  dscribes  the  occasion  and  origin  of  it. — R.B. 


Tha  'mhaduinn  soilleir  grianach, 
'S  a'  ghaoth  'n  iar  a'  ruith  gu  reidh, 
Tha'n  linne  sleamhainn  siochail, 
O  na  chiiiinich  stri  nan  speur. 

*  Thi  worthy  woman  here  represented  is  Mrs.  Blair,  latelj'  in  the 
farm  ofLonbliu,  near  Bowmore,  Islay. 
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Tlia'n  long  na  h-eideadh  sgiamhach, 
'S  cha  chuir  sgios  i  dh'  iarraidh  t;imh, 
Mar  a  fhuair  's  a  chunnaic  mise, 
A'  toirt  an  fhios  so  thun  a'  Bhàird. 
Thoir  am  fios  so  thun  a'  Bhàird, 
Thoir  am  fios  so  thun  a'  Bhàird, 
Mar  a  fhuair  's  a  chunnaic  miso, 
Thoir  am  fios  so  thun  a'  Bhàird. 

So  crùnadh  niais'  a  mhìos', 

'S  an  teid  do'n  dithreadh*   treudan  bhò, 

Do  ghlinn  nan  lagan  uaigneach, 

Anns  nach  cuir  's  nach  buainear  pòr, 

Leab-ìnnse  buar  nan  geum, 

Cha  robh  mo  roinn  diubh  "n  de  le  cuchf 

Mar  a  fhuair  's  a  chunnaic  mise, 

Thoir  am  fios  so  thun  a'  Bhàird. 

Tha  miltean  spreidh  air  faichean, 
'S  caoirich  gheal  air  ci-eachain  fhraoich, 
'S  na  feidh  air  stùcan  fàsail, 
Far  nach  truaillear  làr  na  gaoith, 
An  siolach  fiadhaich  neartmhor, 
Fliuch  le  dealt  na  h-oiteig  thh'ith, 
Mar  a  fhuair  's  a  chunnaic  mise, 
Thoir  am  fios  so  thun  a'  Bhàird. 

Tha'n  còmhnaixl  's  coirean  gai'bhlaich, 
Còrs'  na  fairg'  's  gach  gràinnseach  rèidh, 
Le  buaidhean  bhithas  na  h-iarmailt, 
Mar  a  dh'  iarramaid  gu  leir, 

*  Aite  fasail. 

t  Mr.  Blair  resigned  his  fi  rai  at  Martinmas,  1863. 
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Tha'n  t-seamair  fhiadhain  's  neòinein, 
Air  na  lòintean  feòir  fo'm  blàth, 
Mar  a  fhuair  's  a  chunnaic  mise, 
Thoir  am  fios  so  thun  a'  Bhàird. 

Na  caocliain  fliior-uisg'  luatli, 

A'  tigliiii  a  nuas  o  chiil  nam  mam, 

Bho  lochain  glilan  gun  ruadhan, 

Air  na  cruachan  fad'  o'n  tniigli, 

Far  an  ol  am  fiadh  a  phailteas, 

'S  bòidheach  ealtan  lach  'g  'an  snàmh, 

Mar  a  fhuair  's  a  chunnaic  mise, 

Thoir  am  fios  so  thun  a'  Bhàird. 

Tha  bogha-mor  an  t-sàile. 

Mar  a  bha  le  reachd  bith-bhuan, 

A'  mòrachd  maise  nàduir, 

'S  a'  cheann-àrd  ri  tuinn  a'  chuain, 

A  rlombal  geal  seachd  mile, 

Gainmhean  siobt'  o  bheul  an  h'dn. 

Mar  a  fhuair  's  a  chunnaic  mise, 

Thoir  am  fios  so  thun  a'  Bhàird. 

Na  duilean*  stcidh  na  cruitheachd, 
Blàth's  is  sruitliean  's  anail  neul, 
Ag  altrom  kisan  ùrail, 
Air  an  luidh  an  driùchd  gii  sèimh, 
'Nuair  a  thuiteas  sgùil  na  h-oidhche. 
Mar  gu'm  -b'ann  a'  caoidh  na  bha. 
Mar  a  fhuair  's  a  chunnaic  mise, 
Thoir  am  fios  so  thun  a'  Bhàird. 

*  Elements. 
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Gecl  a  roiniieas  gatlian  greine, 
Tlus  nan  speur  ri  blàfcli  nan  Ion, 
'S  ged  a  chithear  siDreidh  air  àiridli, 
A's  buailtean  Ian  de  dh-àlach  bhò, 
Tlia  Ile  'n  diugli  gun  daoine, 
Cliuir  a  cliaor'  a  bailtean  fas, 
Mar  a  fhuair  's  a  cliunnaic  mise, 
Thoir  am  fios  so  tliun  a'  Bhaird, 


Ged  'thig  ànracli  aineoil, 
Gus  a'  chala,  's  e  's  a'  cheo, 
Cha'n  fhaic  e  soills'  o  'n  chagailt, 
Air  a'  cliladach  so  ni  's  mo, 
Chuir  gamhlas  CLall  air  fuadacli, 
Na  tha   bhuainn  's  nacli  till  gu  hràth, 
Mar  a  fhuair  's  a  cliunnaic  mise, 
Thoir  am  lios  so  thun  a'  Bhaird. 

Ged  a  thogar  feachd  na  h-Alb', 
Is  cliùiteach  aiinn  air  faich'  an  air, 
Bithidh  bratach  fhraoich  nan  lleach. 
Gun  dol  SÌOS  'ga  dlon  le  each, 
Sgap  nii-run  iad  thar  fairge, 
'S  gun  ach  ainmh'ean  balbh  'na  'n  ait, 
Mar  a  fhuair  's  a  chunnaic  mise, 
Thoir  am  fios  so  thun  a'  Bhaird. 

Tha  tighean  seilbh  na  dh'fhàg  sinn, 
Feadh  an  fhuinn  'n  an  carnan  f  iiar, 
Dh'fhalbh  's  cha  till  na  Gàidheil, 
Stad  an  t-àiteach,  cur  a's  buain, 
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Tha  steidh  nan  lùracli  tiamliaidh, 
A'  toirt  fianais  air  's  ag  ràdh, 
Mar  a  fhuair  's  a  chunnaic  mise, 
Lois:  am  fios  so  thun  a'  Bhàird, 


Clia  chluiunear  luiiinoag  òighean, 
Seisd  nan  òran  air  a'  chlOitli, 
'S  cha  'n  f  haicear  seoid  mar  b'  àbhaist, 
A'  cuir  biiir  air  faiche  reidh, 
Thug  ainneart  fògraidh  uainn  iad, 
'S  leis  na  coimhich  buaidh  mar  's  àiU, 
Leis  na  fhiiair  's  na  chunnaic  mise, 
Biodh  am  fios  so  aio-  a'  Bhàrd. 


Cha'n  fhaigh  an  deirceach  fasgadh, 
Na'm  fear  astair  fois  'o  sgios, 
No  soisgeulach  luchd  eisdeachd, 
Bhuadhaich  eucoir,  Gaill  is  cis, 
Tha  'n  nathair  bhreac  'n  a  liiban 
Air  na  h-iirlair  far  an  d'  fhàs, 
Na  fir  mhòr  a  chunnaic  mise, 
Thoir  am  fios  so  thun  a'  Bhùird. 

Lomadh  ceai^n  na  h-Oa, 

An  Lanndaidh  bhùidheach  's  Roinn  Mhic  Aoidh, 

Tha'n  Leavga  ghlacach  ghrianach, 

'S  fuigheal  cianail  air  a  taobh, 

Tha'n  gleann  'na  fhiathair  uaine, 

Aig  luchd  fuath  gun  tuath,  gun  bhàrr. 

Mar  a  fhuair  's  a  chunnaic  mise, 

Thoir  am  fios  so  thun  a'  Bhàird. 
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OK  AN 

BEAN    A    BHAIRD,    NA    AOIDHEACHD    DIIONNACHAIDH. 
FONN. 

Blieir  mi  liòbhan  hao  il  ()l)han, 
Bheir  nii  hòblian  hòro  i, 
Hao  il  obhan  na  bheir  mi  horo, 
Am  facial  mor  gu'n  deach  e  dhiom. 

'S  fada  bhuam  thu  thir  an  fhraoich, 
Nan  leitir  ciar  nacli  caochail  cvuth, 
Cnapach  Dhruim  chaoinidh  nam  frith, 
An  garbh-shlios  o'n  lionmhor  sruth. 
Bheir,  etc. 

'S  fad  thu  o  linne  nam  beuc, 
Far  an  cluinnear  seitrich  thonn, 
Quisle  sruth  cuain  'na  still, 
A'  cothachadh  ri  stri  nan  long. 
Bheir,  &e. 

An  sgiathan  geal  cannach  ri  gaoth, 
Sint'  air  slatan  caol  nan  seol, 
Fiodhrach  barra  chaol  nan  crann  àrd, 
Nach  snaidhear  air  kiridh  nam  bo. 
Blieir,  ifcc. 

'S  ioghnadh  leam  fhein  a  bhi, 
Air  stuadhan  lionmhor  nan  tonn  gorm,* 
Fo'n  athar  's  gun  talamh  ri  m'  bhonn, 
'S  mi  fada  blio  fhonn  nan  tolm. 
Bheir,  &c. 

*  Thogadh  i  'an  Sratlieirean  Sicr.amaclid  PLeart.     So  a  clieud  iiair 
a  bha  i  air  fairge. 
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Clù  mi  lie  chrom  gu  tuatli, 
Tir  chluaineach  nan  tiilach  glas, 
'S  Boirichill  *  mar  Ursann  blàii', 
'Na  sheasamh  roimli  chàch  a  bhos. 
Bhcir,  etc. 

Chithear  an  Riitf  o  d'  clieann, 
Arrinn  chas  nam  beann  's  I-])hàrr,  | 
Ceanntire  's  Tairbeart  nan  rod,  || 
Giogha  nan  ob  's  a  dhà  earr. 

Bheir,  &c. 

Fàilt  ort  a  Learga  nan  glac, 
Deisthir  fhasgach  's  t-uchd  ri  grein, 
Do  bliuinn  ri  tuinn  a  mhuir  lain, 
Is  t'  àirde  gu  cruach  an  flieidh. 
Bheir,  itc. 

Barrurara  fiosaiche  nan  sion, 
An  culaidh  rionihach  lusan  's  feòir, 
Breacaichte  mar  fhalluinn  Rigli, 
O  d'  mhullach  gu  li-ir'  a  phoir. 
Bheir,  &c. 

An  Diibhfhaicli  thoracli  fo  d'  sgeitli, 
'Ga  dion  o  'sheideadh  a  chuain  shiar, 
An  doinionn  a  thig  gun  ghrabadh  tir, 
O  chorsa  nan  innsean  cian. 

Bheir,  &c. 

*  Boiriclùll,  a  high  hill  north  of  Port-Ellen. 
+  The  Routs,  county  of  Antrim. 

t  Eilein  da  bharr  'am  beul  acar.?ail  Clieanuloch  Chill  a   Ciarainn 
Ceanntir  Earraghiiidheal. 

II  Rod,  "  a  harbour." — Macleod  and  Dewar. 
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'Kuair  theirinn  dùthra  na  h-oidlicV, 
Aig  CÙ1  rudha  Roinn  Mhic  Aoidh, 
'S  mall-clieo  liath-gheal  an  truth  nòin, 
A'  caisleachadh  st^r  o  hhraoin, 
Bheir,  &c. 

O  Thorra  's  o  shlios  Chnoc  Doiin, 
Bearradh  seunta  nan  tom-buadh, 
Bha  ceathacli  this  na  h-anail  chiùin, 
A'  snagadh  o'n  cul  a  nuas. 

Bheir,  etc. 

A'  pasgadh  chnoc  is  lag  'na  lùili, 
Falach  fuinn  na  neul  air  liir. 
Pill  *  cheo'ar  an  dealt  o'n  speur, 
A'  criathradh  o  bheul  a'  1)hlùths. 
Bheir,  ifcc. 

Air  raon  ghasach  an  Loin-Lhàin,  f 
Fonn  tuineachaidh  a'  Bhlàraich  fhial, 
Fear  caomhail  is  muinte  gnàth, 
Airidh  mar  bha  each  dhiubh  riamh. 
Bheir,  etc. 

Treubh  ghaisgeach  is  foglilum  tearc, 
Urramach  an  gleachd  's  an  sith, 
Cinn  fheadhn'  air  faichibh  nan  slogh, 
'San  gliocas  co  nior  ri'n  gnionih. 
Bheir,  ttc. 

*  Pill-cliuir,  "  a  sheet  holding  seecl-corn  when  sowing." 

t  A  farm  near  Bowmore,  Islay,  occupied  by  Mr  Duncan  Blair,  who 
not  only  sent  conveyanci  the  distance  nf  ehven  miles  to  can-y Bean  a' 
Bhhird  to  the  end  of  her  journey,  br,t  also  entertained  her  with  true 
Highland  hospitality. 
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Bha  mi  'm  oige  an  tir  nam  beann, 
'S  air  jNIachaire  nan  Gall  a'm  aois, 
Ach  coimeas  Dhonnachaidh  's  a  mhnà, 
'S  annamh  a'  measg  cliàich  aon  taobh. 
Bheir,  &c. 

Do  mhacan  fògluimto  suairc, 
Duineil  uasal  's  ni  ni's  feàrr, 
A  gleidheadh  an  diithchais  a  d'  dheigh, 
Is  gnè  na  te  is  diUse  dha. 

Bheir,  etc. 

Beannachd  le  Ilich  mo  ruin, 
'S  gus  an  taisg  an  iiir  mi  shies, 
Bithidh  iomradh  aig  bean  a'  Bhàird, 
Air  Mac  Bhlair  mur  faic  's  ma  chi. 
Bheir,  &c. 
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O  R  A  N     U  R  . 
Air  Fonn  : — "Mar  niijlni  «'  Glnobarlain. 


The  Chorus  to  the  following  verses  has  been  always  ascribed  to  his 
majesty  James  V.,  the  hundred  and  sixth  King  of  Scots, — See  Small's 
Roììian  Antiquities  in  Fife,  page  '292  Whether  the  lady  for  whom  he 
very  nearly  lost  his  life  at  Cramond  Bridge,  was  Marion  of  Gaberlang, 
as  she  is  designated  by  lowland  antiquaries,  is  not  certain.  The  de- 
scendants of  the  brave  William  Howieson,  who,  by  a  common  flail,  put 
four  stout  swordsmen  to  flight,  and  saved  the  king's  life,  enjoyed  the 
estate  granted  him  by  his  majesty  in  that  neighbourhood  till  within  the 
last  thirty  years.      These  lines  are  descriptive  of  the  combat. 


The  chorus  "  Mor  nigh'n  a  ghiobarlain  "  is,  as  the  Bard  tells  us  in  his 
note,  very  old.  It  got  wedded  to  very  bad  words  as  sometimes 
happens  to  very  beautiful  airs.  Several  Highlanders  were  met  in 
the  Bards  house,  among  whom  was  the  present  editor  ;  they  were 
discussing  several  Highland  matters  ;  this  air  was  spoken  of  and 
regret  expressed  that  such  a  beautiful  air  should  not  be  joined  to 
words  that  might  be  sung  in  any  company.  The  Bard  said  that 
might  be  easily  done  and  hence  the  present  song. — K.B. 


Bha'n  rosad  air  an  Luan  ud, 
Mo  Mhor  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain, 
A  thachair  sinn  an  uaigneas, 
Mo  Mhor  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain, 
Co  thug  an  cagar  cluaise, 
Mo  Mhor  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain, 
Do  starbhanaich  na  tuasaid. 
Mo  Mhor  nigh'n  a  Ghiobarlain. 
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Fear  Bhaile  na  gaoithe,* 
Mo  Mhòr  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain, 
Chuir  gòraich  e  air  faondradh,t 
Mo  Mhòr  nigh'n  a'  GhioV)arlain. 
Chaidh  tòir  air  nach  do  shaoil  sinn, 
Mo  Mhòr  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain, 
'S  cha  'n  innis  sinn  an  t-aobhar, 
Mo  Mhòr  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain. 

Sùil  ga'n  tug  e  uaitbe, 
Mo  Mhòr  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain, 
Bha  ceathrar  a  cuir  ruaig  air. 
Mo  Mhòr  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain, 
'S  bu  bheag  a  b'  fheàirrd  e'n  uaisle, 
Mo  Mhòr  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain, 
'Nuair  'ghlac  iad  e  le  luaths-ruith, 
Mo  Mhòr  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain. 

Air  drochaid  bheag  an  ath  shruth,J 
Mo  Mhòr  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain, 
Thionndaidh  e  gu  dàna, 
Mo  Mhòr  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain, 
'S  b'  olc  an  t-àm  's  an  t-àite, 
Mo  Mhòr  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain, 
A  chonnsaich  maoir  a  bhàis  air, 
Mo  Mhòr  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain. 

Cha  bu  chluiche  sùgraidh, 

Mo  Mhòr  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain. 

A  bhi  gun  clogad,  sgiath,  na  lùireach. 

Mo  Mhòr  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain, 

*  Balingeich,  i.e.  Stirling.         t  Wandering. 
J  Cramond  Bridge. 
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'An  teas  nan  cleasan  luith  ud, 
Mo  Mhor  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain, 
A  chuir  Mac  Sheumais  ga  ùrnuigh, 
Mo  Mhor  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain. 

Cha  bu  ghràisg  le  cuaillean, 
Mo  Mhor  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain, 
iHo  fir  dhoirbh  a  bha  ga  bhualadh, 
Mo  Mhòir  nigli'n  a'  Ghiobarlain, 
Bha  caoirean  dearg  is  uaine, 
Mo  Mhor  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain, 
A'  frasadh  pailt  ma  'n  cuairt  duinn, 
Mo  Mhor  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain. 

A  dh'  ain'eoin  uaill  is  innleachd. 
Mo  Mhor  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain, 
Bha  sruth  nan  cuislean  rioghail, 
Mo  Mhor  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain, 
A'  ruith  o  chreuchdan  lionmhor. 
Mo  Mhor  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain, 
Ni  's  miosa  na  theid  innseadh. 
Mo  Mhor  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain. 

Cha  do  ghiorraich  sud  a  làithean. 

Mo  Mhor  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain, 

Thainig  cuideachadh  nach  tàir  dha, 

Mo  Mhor  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain, 

A  sabhal  crom  na  pàirce, 

Mo  Mhor  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain, 

Fear  dileas,  duineil,  làidir. 

Mo  Mhor  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain, 
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'S  e  UiUeam*  mòr  an  t-suisde, 
Mo  jNIhòr  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain, 
A  shàbhail  ceann  a  Chiùin  duinn, 
Mo  Mhòr  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain, 
'Nuair  a  dh'  fhàg  e  'n  giallan  lùbta, 
Mo  Mhòr  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain, 
'S  droch  cunntas  'nan  sreath  chùlag, 
Mo  ilhor  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain. 

Tha  naigheachd  feadh  an  t-saogbail, 
Mo  Mhor  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain, 
Gàiridh  cuid  's  tha  aobhar. 
Mo  Mhor  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain, 
M'  an  ghrùig  a  chaidh  'n  an  aodainn, 
Mo  Mhor  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain, 
Le  slachdadh  buailtein  caoruinn, 
Mo  Mhor  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain. 

Tha  'n  gille-sabhail  treubhach, 
Mo  Mhor  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain, 
Le  miiirn  'an  cùirt  High  Seumais, 
Mo  Mhor  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain, 
Aig  cuirm  'an  Tiir  Dhuneudain  ; 
Mo  Mhor  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain, 
Deoch  slàinte  dhaibh  le  cheile, 
'S  do  Mhor  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain, 

*  William  Ho-ttieson. 
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ORAN    DO    ARTT   MAC  LACHAINN, 
duin'  uasal  earra-ghaidhealach. 


This  was  a  Roman  Catholic  gentlemen  who  showed  a  good  deal  of 
kindness  to  the  Bard,  who  requites  him  by  singing  his  praises 
in  the  following  song.  "Niall  ban  o  Luinn,"  of  whom  such 
honourable  mention  is  made  in  the  song  at  page  148,  composed 
in  honour  of  the  Celtic  Gathering  in  Glasgow  in  1859,  was  a 
nephew  of  Mr.  M'Lachlau.  The  nephew  is  now  in  business  in 
Greenock,  and  Mr.  M'Lachlan's  son  holds  a  high  position 
amongst  the  clergy  of  his  church. — R.B. 


FONN. 

Slàinte  bhnan  do  Artt  Mac  Lachainn, 
Cuimhneachan  do'n  uasal  ghasd'  ud  ; 
Togaibh  cliù  le  fonu  na  seisd, 
'S  cha'n  innisg  breig  ach  sgeula  ceart  e. 

Dh'  fheudainn  labhairt  a'm'  òran, 
Air  uaislean  's  air  ursannan  coraig  ; 
Air  teallsanaich  's  air  ard  luchd-fòghluiin  : 
'S  ann  do  'a  t-seòrsa  ud  Artt  Mac  Lachainn. 
Slàinte,  &c. 

An  Cill-a'-Bhrid'  Earra-Ghàidheil, 
Gheibhear  craobh-sheanachais  na  bha  dhiubh  ; 
Is  ged  a  mhill  sgriob-lom  an  fhàrdach, 
Gun  taing  dhi  dh'fhàgadh  Artt  Mac  Lachainn. 
Slàinte,  àc. 


ORAX  DO  ARTT  MAC  LACHAINN.  165 

Fhir  òig  a  thig  à  tir  nan  Ardbheann, 
Air  t'aineoil  's  tu  gun  ni  gun  chàirdean ; 
Ma  tha  thu  saor  do  mhi-mheas  tàireil, 
Gheibh  tbu  bàigh  o  Artt  Mac  Lachainn, 
Slàinte,  <fec. 

Ma's  diiin'  nasal  thu  da-rireadh 
Macanta,  suairce,  dileas  ; 
A  ghleidh  an  rath'd  àrd  le  firinn  ; 
Lean  thn  direach  Artt  Mac  Lachainn. 
Slàinte,  etc. 

Ma  's  duin'  thu  le  stiùradh  iiàduir, 
Tha'n  comain  na  tuigs'  a  dh'  fhàs  !eat; 
Is  thu  guidhe  gu'm  faigh  thu  do  Ian  di, 
Ruig  do  bhràthair  Artt  Mac  Lsichainn. 
Slàinte,  ifec. 

Ma's  fear  thu,  le  beusan  stòlda, 
A  dh'  fhògair  gruaim  'sa  dh'fhuathaich  mòrcbuis ; 
'Sa  bhristeas  gun  fhiamh  giall  an  fhòirneirt, 
Tha  do  dhòigh  aig  Artt  Mac  Lachainn. 
Slàinte,  etc. 

'Nuair  chaidh  sliochd  nam  Fiann  an  ordugh, 
A  ghleidheadh  cuimhne  Bard  Bheinn-Dòrain, 
B'e  tùs  is  deireadh  an  còmhraidh, 
'S  cliù  d'ar  còmhail  Artt  Mac  Lachainn. 
Slàinte,  itc. 

Mairidh  a  chuimhne  fad  an  deigh  so, 
An  dion-seanachais  nan  linn  a  dh'eireas  ; 
'S  gach  fear  a'  feòraich  d'a  cheil' 
An  cual  thu  sgeul  air  Artt  Mac  Lachainn. 
Slàinte,  àc. 
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Bithidh  iomradh  àrd  ort,  le  deagh  dhiirachd, 
Aig  Gàidheil  'n  uair  bhith  's  tu  'd  smùrach  ; 
'S  e'n  gaol  a  thug  thu  risimh  do  d'  dhuthaich, 
A  dh'  fhàgas  ùr  dhoibh  Artt  Mac  Lachaiun. 
Slàinte,  &c. 


EOGHAIN    BHUAIL    THU, 


This  song  was  composed  in  answer  to  a  letter  which  the  Bard 
received  from  a  young  friend  in  Islay,  giving  him  a  florid 
description  of  a  little  event  that  happened  near  Bowmore. 
Hugh  M'Gilvray,  an  old  fuer  in  Bowmore,  had  a  field  through 
which  the  distillery  "lade  "  passes.  One  day  when  they  were 
busy  thrashing  corn  at  a  mill  that  was  turned  by  this  water, 
Hugh  cut  a  gap  and  let  the  water  run  into  another  channel,  as 
he  was  annoyed  by  some  damage  which  was  done  by  it  to  his 
field.  The  mill  of  course  stopped  when  the  water  failed.  The 
manager  went  to  see  what  was  wrong.  He  and  Hugh  had  an 
altercation  and  Hugh  gave  him  a  whack  with  his  stick  across 
the  head.  This  being  reported  to  the  Bard  he  describes  the 
scene  in  the  song. — R.  B. 


Eòghain  bhuail,  bhuail  thu, 
Eòghain  bhuail,  bhuail  's  leag  thu  ; 
Eoghain  bhuail,  bhuail  thu, 
'S  dh'  fhàg  thu'm  buann  ac'  air  a  leidi 


EOGHAIN    15IIUAIL    THU. 

Ged  tha  mi  'n  Tir  nan  Gall  air  fuadach, 
Chuala  mi  tuasaid  na  h-easga, 
Gurrach  chùil  an  draibh  's  a  gheòta, 
'S  grùid  na  mònadh  air  a  leasrach. 

lorram  air  an  darach  Ileach, 
'S  faid'  a  dh'  innsear  e  na  cheilear, 
Dh'  fhàg  e'n  Gall  's  an  Ion  'na  shineadh, 
Luidh  e  's  cùl  a  chinn  's  an  eabar. 


Chuir  e  deurach  feadh  do  chàirdean, 

'S  tolg  nach  càraich  ann  a  d'  leth-cheann, 

Their  iad  a  nis  cluas  ri  làr  riut, 

Dh'fhan  thu  ged  a  b'fheàrr  leat  teicheadh. 

Fhuair  thu  toillteanas  do  sheòrsa, 

Bata  m'an  t-sroin  's  bròg  ri  d'  dheireadh, 

An  leaba  bhog  na  Muice-riiaidhe, 

'S  Gàidheal  mar  bu  dual  'ga  d'  ghreadadh. 


'Nuair  a  dh'  eirich  thu  's  da  Kib  ort, 
Ghabh  thu  d'  chùl  e  's  triùir  ga  d'  ghreasad, 
Eòghan  is  darach  Ghleann  Phroaig, 
'S  b'  e  'm  fear  còrr  dhiubh  'leòn  do  pheircill. 


Cha  robh  bruach  na  gàradh  ciìche, 
Cachaladh  na  dig  a  cheap  thu, 
Bha  'n  ath-ghoird  fnda  gu  leòir  leat, 
Far  an  d'f iu'ii,'  thu  coir  na  leisg  ort. 
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TIGR      OHAILEIN 


Thachair  an  t-ùghclar  air  fear  eùlais,  le  Cailein  Mac  Laomain, 
air  sràid  a'n  Glaschu  air  feasgar  Samhraidh.  Bha  Cailean  'san 
am  sin  gun  phùsadh  ach  gle  dhliith  do  'bhi  'na  fhear-bainnse. 
Thòisicli  a  charaid  air  innscadh  le  feala-dha,  gu'n  robh  Cailein  a  nis 
a'  dol  an  cuideachd  nam  bodach  1  leach,  ach  gu'n  cumadh  a  bhean 
òg  Mhuileach,  creideas  an  d;i  thaobh  an  uair  a  thigeadh  i.  Chaidh 
an  triiiir  a  gabhail  deoch  leana.  Co  luath  's  a  shuidh  iad  thàinig 
na  rànnan  so  mar  a  tha  iad  a  nis  an  lathaÌT  an  Leughadair. 


Thig  a  nunn  learn  gu  Tigh  Chailein, 
Thèid  mi  'nunn  leat  gu  Tigh  Chailein, 
Tigh  mòr  nan  oiseanan  direach, 
Far  am  faigh  na  h-llich  Cailein. 

Thuirt  an  Seanachaidh  ri  Dòmhnull, 
Cùir  do  shàil  air  sròn  nan  Gallaibh, 
Gus  an  tog  sinn  carragh  Gàilig, 
Anns  an  àite  so  do  Chailein. 

Greas  a  sios  gu  stùc  a  bhearraidh, 
'S  mar  is  dùthchasach  gabh  sealladh, 
Air  cuisle  muir-làin  a  srù'ladh, 
Greannaichte  le  dù-ghaoth  Earraich. 

Cearcall  saile  gànrach,  glean nach, 
Air  gach  tràigh  's  ri  àirdean  cladach, 
Eilean  rioghail  seilbh  Chlann  Dòmhnuill, 
A  dh'  àraich  fad  a  sheors'  is  Cailein. 
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Clann  Laomain  o'n  àirde  stuadhach, 
Laoich  a  bhuaileadh  tuagh  is  claidhearah, 
Fine  shean  ceann  cath  nan  Còmhlach, 
Deoch-slàiiite  dha  g'a  h-ol  le  Cailein. 

O  'n  tha  sinn  ann  cha  'n  am  gu  si  ad  e, 
Gus  an  tog  sinn  seist  an  Rannaich, 
Stiihradair  na  birlinn  Ileach, 
A  dh'  fhalbh  a  thoirt  na  rlbhinn  thairis. 

Tha  'm  bàta  gnìoaihach  luath  fo  h-aodach, 
A'  dol  'na  deann  troimh  chaoirenn  steallach, 
Miann  maraich'  a  siùil  gheala  sinte, 
'S  bior-snaois  a'  sniomh  ri  ceann  a  saidhe. 

Eibhneas  eileanaich  a'  gluasad, 
'Nuair  thogas  na  fuaraidh  a  darach, 
'S  taobh  an  fhasgaidh  leagt'  a  crònan, 
Fo  chobhrach  a  sròin  a'  gearradh. 

Tonnan  àrd  na  doimhn'  ag  eiridh, 
'S  eòlas  a  bh'  fheumax'  g'  an  tarruinn, 
Deuchainn  misnich  air  an  t-sàile, 
Nach  tuigear  gu  bràth  air  an  talamh. 

Cha  'n  ann  airson  's  gu  d'  thubhairt  am  Bard  e, 
Na  'm  biodh  an  diugh  do  chairdean  agad, 
Mar  a  chunnaic  mis'  iad  ann  am  òige, 
Bu  duilich  do  choir  a  thoirt  tharad. 

Bha  do  fhreumhan  sean  a'n  He, 

Mar  a  dh'  innseadh  o  cheann  fada, 

O  Bhreitheamh  's  Fear-brataich  Mhic  Dhomhnuill, 

A  sgaoil  an  sròl  aig  Allt-a'-bhannnich. 


U  TIGH    CHAILEIN. 

Tha  na  gillean  mar  an  àt^)haist, 
Cruadalach,  làidir,  ealamh, 
Deoch  slàinte  as  ùc  do  sgioba  Dhòmhnuill, 
A  thug  an  oighe  slàn  gu  calla. 

Sud  i  nuas  a'  mire  an  tràighidh, 

A  h-aodach  Ian  's  i  air  a  gabhail, 

A  bhirlinn  Mhuilench  a  toirt  gualainn, 

Do  dhromanan  fuaraidh  na  mara. 

'S  bòidheach  air  an  tota  bhràghad, 
Bratach  gheal  's  an  àile  crathadh, 
'S  fear  deas  am  breacan  an  fheileadh, 
Ag  eiridh  a  sheinn  Port  calla. 

Seid  a  suas  a  chomain  cheudna, 
Sonas  gu  leir  dhuibh  's  mo  bheannachd, 
Na  h-Ilich  's  na  Muilich  còmhla, 
A  cuir  criin  a  phòsaidh  air  Cailein. 

Tha  e  nis  's  an  talamh  iosal, 
Bitheamaid  dileas  da  mar  airidh, 
Gheibh  sinn  coiseart  làidir,  dhìonach, 
Mar  dh'  fheumas  muir  is  tir  o  Chailein. 

Ged  a  thig  anail  fhuar  na  reòt 
A  thollas  gach  frog  gus  a  bhalla, 
Their  an  t-Ileach  seid  gu  d'  chùl  rium, 
Fhuair  mi  brògan  ùr  o  Chailein. 

Bheir  iad  ceum  air  creag  gun  sgàineadh, 
'S  bheir  iad  mi  troimh  shràid  a'  bhaile, 
Gheibh  iad  urram  cnoc  is  còmhail, 
'S  is  boidheach  iad  air  osain  chadaidh. 
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Ged  a  theid  an  sealgair  ris  an  t-sliabh, 
A  ruith  na  h-eilde  fiadh  is  gearrfhiadh, 
A  siubhal  sgriodainn  fraoch,  is  sgàirneach, 
Cha  'n  fhàillinich  ubair  Cliailein. 


OR  AN   DO  DHOMHXULL  MAC  DHIARMAID. 

GILLE     OG     ILEACH. 


In  order  to  understand  the  references  in  this  song  it  may  be 
necessary  to  state  that  it  was  composed  in  reply  to  a  letter 
received  from  Douald  M'Diarmid,  a  young  Islaynian,  who  wrote 
asking  for  a  genealogy  of  his  clan.  The  Bard  was  ill  at  the  time, 
but  he  and  his  wife  set  to  and  traced  the  M  'Diarmids  back  from 
the  present  Duke  of  Argyle  to  the  first  King  of  Ireland  away 
in  the  dim  ages  of  the  past.  The  distance  to  which  he  traced 
them  may  be  guessed  at  by  the  fact  that  the  line  passed  through 
no  fewer  than  one  hundred  and  nine  Kings  of  Ireland,  before 
it  comes  down  to  the  great-grandfather  of  Diarmad  0'  Duibhne 
,  the  Ossianic  hero  who  slew  the  boar,  whose  head  forms  so  pro- 
minent a  figure  in  the  coat  of  arms  of  the  Siol  Diarmaid  !  The 
genealogy  was  attached  to  the  song  M^hen  published  in  the 
first  volume  of  the  Bard's  works  issued  under  his  own 
supervision. — R  B. 


A  Dhomhnuill  og  gu'm  laic  sinn  slàn  thu, 
Beannachd  bhuainn  gu  luath  le  fàilte, 
Gheibh  thu  craobh-slie:inachais  do  sbinnsear 
O  sheachduinn  na  dile  mar  db'fhàs  iad. 
A  Dhomhnuill  òig,  itc. 

Tha  mi'n  so  a'm'  chreòlain  chiìibach, 
Uair  air  leaba  's  uair  air  iirlar, 
'Nuair  chuala  mi  fear  sgairteil  lùghor, 
A'  teachd  le  cabhag  dlùth  's  e  gràdhtuinn, 
A  Dhomhnuill  òig,  &c. 
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An  ann  an  so  tha  Mac  Dhun-Leibhe, 
Cha-n  'eil  latha  tha  mi  'g  èiridh, 
Gun  litir  o  fhear  no  o  the  dha, 
'S  iongantach  leam  fhein  na  tha  diubh. 
A  Dhòmhnuill  òig,  &c. 

Tha  cuid  diubh  a  Manainn  's  à  Eirinn, 
Cuid  à  Sasunn  's  4  Duneidinn, 
Le  gearradh  arm  gach  fir  's  a  sheula, 
'S  bithidh  aon  o  Dhubh-sleibh  dha  niàireach. 
A  DhòmhnuiU  òig,  &c. 

Cha  d'  aithnich  mi  'n  làmh-sgrìobhaidh  ghasda 
Gus  an  d'fhosgail  mi  'n  seula  naisgte, 
'Nuair  chunnaic  mi  'n  Gàidheal  a  phaisg  i, 
Thòisich  na  facail  so  ri  tàthadh  ; 

A  DhòmhnuiU  òig,  &c. 

Leugh  mi  mach  i  gun  iarraidh, 
'S  bu  mhodhail  snasmhor  a  briathran, 
'Nuair  ràinig  mi  Dòmhnull  Mac  Dhiarmaid, 
Dh'  fhalbh  m'  iargainn  's  rinn  mi  gàire. 
A  Dhòmhnuill  òig,  &c. 

Thuirt  bean  an  tighe  's  mairg  a  shòradh, 
Cur  an  t-seanachais  an  òrdugh, 
Thoir  tùs  is  deireadh  an  sgeòil  da, 
'S  iomraiteach  am  pòr  o'n  d'fhàs  e, 

A  Dhòmhnuill  òig,  &c. 

So  a  dhuine,  tog  do  mhisneach, 
'S  cruaidh  an  cuibhreach  nach  gabh  bristeadh, 
'S  cùis  olc  nach  fhacas  ni  's  miosa, 
Cha  deanadas  neo-ghlic  a  chràidh  thu. 
A  Dhòmhnuill  òig,  (tc. 


ORAN    DO    DHOMHNULL    MAC    DHIARMAID. 

Ged  tha  thu  leasganach,  crùhach, 
Chunnaic  mis'  thu  dàna  lughor, 
Tha  mi  mar  bha  o  thus  duit, 
'S  is  làidir  ar  cùra  nach  fàilnich. 

A  DhòmhnuiU  òig,  &c, 

Tòisich  gabh  an  dàil  an  Fhrangaich, 
'S  mar  leughas  tu  eadar-theanaaich, 
Cha  chost  an  duais-sgriobhaidh  plane  dhuit, 
Fòghnaidh  dhomhsa  raun  mar  chàch  bhuait. 
A  DhòmhnuiU  òig,  <fec. 

Gabhaidh  mise  Wynton  fòghluimt', 
Chi  sinn  an  dean  iad  cordadh, 
'S  theid  Mac  Dhiarmaid  a  thorachd, 
Gu  bun  na  craoibh,  's  is  leoir  a  h-àilleachd. 
A  Dhòmhnuill  òig,  ifec. 

Dh'  fhosgail  i  bòsdan  glàiste, 
'S  am  bheil  seorsachan  an  tasgaidh  ; 
Fhuair  i  it'  a'  gheòidh  ghlais  ann, 
'S  chaidh  i  air  thapadh  mar  b'  àbhaist. 
A  Dhòmhnuill  òig,  ikc. 

Thug  i  'n  t-seirceag  sgaiteach,  liobhaidh, 
A  truaill  bhig  nan  òrachd  rìomhach, 
A  bha  coig  linntean  aig  a  sinnsear, 
An  gleann  tiorail  fad  o'n  t-sàile. 

A  Dhòmhnuill  òig,  etc. 

Gheàrr  i  gu  sgeineil  seolta, 
An  it'  o  bàrr  m  'a  leth  òirlich, 
Le  sgoltadh  cho  caol  ri  ròineig, 
Guibein  glan  bu  bbòidhch'  a  thàirr'neadh. 
A  DhòmhnuiU  òisr,  ifec. 
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Na  cruthanan  maiseach,  neònach, 
Ri  taobh  a  cheil'  an  deagh  òrdugh, 
'Nan  sreathan  snasmhor,  direach  dòigheil, 
M'  eibhneas  sonruicht'  an  lamb  ud. 

A  Dhòmhnuill  òig,  &c. 


R  A  N  N  A  N 

DO    UATSLEAN    COMUNN    NAN    GAIDHEAL    AN    GLASCHU 
AIR    CLUAIDH. 

Mios  Deireaniiach  an  t-Samhraidh,  1867, 
Air  Fonn — "  Latha  Chuilodair." 


Cluinn  a'  chaismeachd  so  nail 

O  phiob  thrusaidh  nan  Clann, 

A  dhiiisg  Mac-Talla  nam  beann 

Le  seirm  chiùil  nach  bu  ghann  do  'n  t-seòrs'  ud. 

'S  iomadh  creachan  is  raon 

Fo  thrusgan  daraich  is  fraoich 

An  gleanntan  cCibhraidh  a'  bhraoin 

Am  fonn  nan  Gàidheal  nach  caochail  comhdach. 

As  an  d'  eirich  sibh  riamh, 

Tir  nam  breacan  's  nan  sgiath, 

Nan  treud,  nam  bradan,  's  nam  fiadh, 

'S  nan  easan  steallach  gu  dian  a'  leumnaich, 

Le  toirm  bhodhrach  gun  tàmh 

O  ghrunnd  nan  linneachan  Ian 

A'  toirt  rabhaidh  's  gach  ait'  an  ceumar. 
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Na  tig  am  fagusg,  fann  tball, 

Tha  treis  is  snàmh  aig  an  ceann, 

Cha  dean  misneach  no  lann  do  theàrnadh ; 

Ma  gheil)h  mo  bheairadh  ort  coir 

Tha  ciioch  air  d'aont'  a  bhi  beo, 

Ged  a  mhaireas  mise  gun  leon  a'  m'  àite. 

Cba  chuir  tuiltean  an  t-slèibh, 

Gaoth  no  teine  nan  speur, 

Teas  na  gaillionn  mo  steidh  gu  gluasad ; 

Tha  'n  sruth  so  taomadh  o  m'  cheann 

'S  cha  toir  an  aois  air  bhi  fann, 

Cha  b'e  ordugh  a  bhi  mall  a  fhuair  e, 

A'  ruith  o  m'  mhullach  gu  lar 

Geal  mar  shneachda  nan  earn 

A  thig  a'  frasadli  o  chàil  nan  speuran, 

Air  frithean  farsuing  a'  cheo, 

'S  an  cinn  am  falach  's  na  neoil 

An  àird  an  athair  an  glòir  an  èididh. 

'S  iomadh  dathach  an  snuadh, 

Gorm,  gris-fhionn,  is  ruadh 

'S  an  carraigean  glas  do  nach  d'fhuaradh  còta 

Le  'n  aod^iinn  chorrach  gun  dion, 

Liath  'an  cogadh  nan  sion, 

Fhuair  an  lolair  's  a  siolach  coir  annta. 

Co  nach  seinneadh  do  chliù  1 

Co  nach  seasadh  ri  d'  chùl  1 

Co  thilleadh  's  a  lugh  'na  gbiiailiean  ? 

A  dhol  gu  lèana  na  strl, 

A  ghleidheadh  t'urram  's  do  clirioch, 

Le  laoich  na  Gàilig,  nam  piob,  's  nam  buaidhean. 
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A  cheann-suidhe  nan  seoid, 

Tha  do  dheoch-slàinte  ga  h-òl, 

Làn  nam  buaideal  air  bòrd  ga'n  taomadh 

Caitbream  piob  a'  toirt  ciùil, 

'S  bratach  rioghail  a'  chrùin 

A'  toirt  fuaim  chathach 

A  rùch  na  gaoithe. 

A'  dol  gu  faiche  nan  ciad, 

'S  mar  a  b'  àbhaist  duibh  riamh, 

Fuil  is  èideadh  nam  Fiann  ag  innseadh 

Co  da'm  mic  sibh  's  bhur  coir 

Thar  na  dh'  fhalbh  's  na  tha  beo, 

Ar  misneachd,  ar  treòir,  's  ar  dilseachd. 


COMHRADH 

AIR    FASACHADH    XA    GAIDHEALTACHD. 
Eadar  Ceann-Tireach  agus  Ileach. 

UILLEAM    CEANNTIREACH. 

Fhir  thuruis  co  ;'is  duit  1 

Tha  nenil  dhorcha  na  h-oidhche  a'  tuiteam, 

'S  ged  nach  fios  domh,  ceann  d'uidhe 

Is  urrainn  mi  do  chuireadh, 

Do  'n  tigh  ud  shuas.     Thig  bharr  an  rathaid  : 

'S  gabh  tàmh  an  nochd. 
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Cha-11  'eil  beatlia  choigrcach, 

Ri  h-iarruidh  am  fàrdach  Gàidheil  ; 

Abhaist  na  scan  aoidhcachd, 

Thig  gun  chiirani 

Mar  a  chleachd  's  a  cimnnaic  sinne, 

Luchd  tathaich  a'  dol  's  a'  tighinn, 

O  mhonadh  's  o  cliiadach. 

Tha  c^irr  dhinbli  aim  fathast, 

A  dh'aineoin  eucoir. 

UILLEAJI    ILEACII. 

'S  gann  a  shaoil  tni 

Gu  'm  faighin  aoidheachd  Gùidlifil  'an  so  : 

No  gu  'n  d'  fhàgadh  fear, 

Do  sbean  Chalmaich,  Cheann-Tire  moire  ; 

Tbàinig  mi  'n  diugh  iomadli  ceum  fada, 

Gu  ruig  an.  clachan  so. 

Cha  chuala  mi  gus  a  nis, 

Guth  na  cànain  aosd  a  b'  abhaist 

Na  Gàidheil  a  thional  do  'n  Teampull 

Ud  shios.     A'  tuiteam  'na  mhonasg, 

Le  siontan  driiighteach  an  athair  ; 

Làrach  uaigueach  anns  nach 

Cluinnear  ni  's  mo  guth  Luchd-Aoraidh, 

Tir  nan  Earraghàidhlach  treun  ! ! 

Mar  gu  'm  b'ann  a'  gul  ; 

'S  na  coimhich  iargalt  fhuar, 

An  sealbh  talamh  diithchais 

Fineachan  Cheann-Tire. 

UILLEAM    CEANXTIREACH. 

Is  cinnteach,  gu  'n  d'  flialbh, 
Gach  seirc  bhràthaireil, 


178  COMHRADII. 

'S  gu'n  d'  thug  mallaclid  fograidh  Ijuaidh  ; 

A  dh'  fhàg  sinne  co  annamh, 

Faic  a'  chreag  àrd  chorrach  ud  tliall, 

Air  deis-thir  thonnaich, 

Aon  uair  sealbh  Mhic  Dhòmhnuill, 

Am  balla  briste  'na  charn, 

An  sàrahchair  linntean  fada, 

Gun  gutli  ceann-feadhna  no  gaisgich, 

Gun  sgal  miol-choin,  gun  fhoirm  clàrsaicli, 

Acb  lombair  nàduir  mu  charraig  an  Diiin, 

A  thug  fasgadh  'na  theinn  do  Righ  Reabart, 

Sin  ceart  sanihladh  cor  nan  Gàidheal, 

'S  an  àite  so  anns  nach  'eil  iad  a  nis. 

O  shannt  chi-uaidh-chridhich, 

C  ait'  am  bheil  crioch  do  mallachd, 

An  aghaidh  nan  curaidhean  dileas  ! 

Bheil'  firinn  fathast  buaidh  'nan  aobhar. 

Chi  tliu  air  gacli  h'limh  an  so, 

Na  glinn  's  na  sraithean  a  dh'  àraich 

Armuinn,  le'm  Flaithean 

Air  ceann  gach  treubh  dhiubh  ; 

B'  iomadh  lèana  chath  a  sheas  iad, 

'S  ge  b'e  chitheadh  iad  a'  tighinn 

O'n  Tallachan  lionmhor, 

Far  nach  faighear  tri  dliiubh  nochd, 

'Nuair  a  las  Ci'ois-Tàra  Rìgh  Reabairt, 

B'  iomadh  broilleach  tiugh  fo  chriosan, 

A'  giiilan  nan  Ceann  Ileach, 

A  chit'  a'  tional  thar  uchdach  is  comlinard, 

A  chuir  an  fhogaraich  Rioghail, 

Fo  dhion  nam  faobhar  cruaidh  ud, 

Aobhar  eagail  do  nàimhdean  Alba. 
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Fir  gliavl)li  fheusagacli, 

R.OS  larach  iomraiteach  Earra- Ghàidheil, 

A  thàinig  le  reachd  Righ  's  an  Ceann-catha, 

Gus  a'  challa  ud  tliall, 

An  linno  fliarsuinn  sin, 

Le  tonuan  uaine  ri  slios  na  I-earga, 

Còmhdaiclite  le  Loingeas  Mhic  Dhòmhnuill, 

Fuaim  ranihachd  a'  niosgladh 

Nam  maraichean  cruadalacli, 

Air  uachdar  gleanntan  na  doimline, 

Siùil  min-glieal  sgaoilt' 

Air  slatan  reidli  ruighinn  gun  fhiaradh, 

Ri  croinn  fliada  nan  lùracli 

Nach  diultadh  guallain  a  chur 

Ri  osunnan  fuaraidh  an  atliar, 

Plathadh  air  plilathadh  mar  a  thigeadh, 

B'  iomadh  sgiath  leathann  is  claidheamli 

A  chruinnich  eadar  Dail-ruadhain, 

Is  Cavraig  an  Tairbeart, 

An  la  ud  fo  Bhrataich  Mhic  DliòmhnuiU, 

Ged  a  chuir  fòirneart  an  sliochd, 

Feadh  chriochan  an  domhain, 

Fianuis  mhaireannacli  nach  duLhar  a  macli, 

Co  fada  's  a  mhaireas  muir  is  tir, 

Gu  'ni  bheil  firinn  leagte, 

Is  ceai'tas  fo  chasan  nan  aingidh. 

UILLEAM    ILEACH. 

Tha  do  sgeul  gun  mliearachd, 

'S  ge  b'e  leanas  e  g'  a  cheann, 

Is  gann  a  gheibhar  air  fad  na  talamhainn, 

Samliladh  ghuir  o  'n  Diabhal, 

A  rinn  fùsach  do  Thir  nan  Gàidlical. 
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Fhaic  thu  'n  taistealach* 
Luirgneacii  sin  tliall. 

'S  gach  fear  eile  dhiul)h  !  Biadli  na  croiche, 
Alacli  nan  Grain  Sasunnach  ! 
Bior  taghairm  dheamhan  is  shiùrsach  ! 
Gun  srad  do  dhuinealachd, 
Gun  iochd,  gun  glu'às,  iarniad  mlieirleacli, 
O  gharaidh  muirt  is  braide, 
Spiiinneadairean  fearann  nam  Fineachan  ; 
Luchd  comuinn  chon, 
Is  brùidean    crodlianacli  an  fheòìr ; 
Mic  mhallachd  an  t-saoghail  fharsuing  ; 
Gun  dealachadh  o  na  fiadh-bheathaicliean, 
Ach  a  bhi  air  da  chois, 
A'  ceannairc  an  aghaidh  Dhia  na  flrinn, 
A  chuii-  an  Leabliar  na  cuimhne, 
Fòirneart  nan  Gàidlieal  treun, 
A  chuireadh  gun  eiric  o'n  t-seann  rlogliachd, 
Gus  nach  till  iad  tuilleadh  : 
Lasraicliean  troimh  dliromanan  am  fardach, 
Air  am  fadadh  le  làmlian  a  tlioill 
Dul  iarainn  mu'n  caoil, 
Is  gad  na  croiche  ag  eagachadh, 
Air  am  feithean-titlieach, 
Troimh  nach  deachaidh  riamh, 
Greim  do  aran  an  ionracais  : 
Fhaic  thu'n  crochaire  sin  shuas  ! 
Their  a  cho-chiontaich, 
Fear  fearainn  saor  ris, 
Na'm  faigheadh  e  dhuais  mar  a  choir, 
Bhiodh  alt-luthaidh  amhach 
*  Vacabond. 
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Troimli  ubhal  a  sgornainn, 

Fad  roinili  'n  diugh  : 

'S  daor  a  phàigheas  slioclid  mheirleacli, 

Sealbh  feavanu  Crìosduidheau 

Talamli  àrd  na  h-Alba, 

'Nuair  a  tbilleas  sruth  ùine 

An  ciontan  air  cinn  nam  fòirgneacb. 

Tha  thoiseach  ann  cheana, 

Chì  thu  air  gach  taobh  fad  tir  nan  Gàidbeal, 

Tuatb  is  deas  'na  lom  fhàsach, 

Gun  gbuth  duine  ri  chluinntinn, 

Balbb  tbosd  nam  blàr  uaine, 

Far  an  robb  rè  linntean, 

LaochraitUi  steidh  mòracbd  Righrean, 

Mu  'n  innsear  le  iomracUi  bith-bhuan, 

Tha  na  ciontaich  a  dh'fhògair  iad, 

A'  saltairt  air  steidh  nan  làrach  ud, 

Gun  umhail ;  — ni  tlia  dearbhadh, 

Brùidealaclid  mhi-naomha, 

'S  gu'n  do  tbrèigeadh  iad, 

Gu  tomhas  an  aingidheachd, 

A'  lionadh  's  nach  toir  ùine, 

Dia,  no  duine,  oidhirp  tuilleadh 

Air  an  saoradb,  ach  dol 

O  olc  gu  ni  's  miosa, 

Fo  cliuing  euceart. 

Is  tàir  o  na  chì  's  na  chluinneas, 

Cor  muladacb  leth  àrd  na  b-Alba. 
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DTJAN  GEALL*  NA  COMHRADH  UAIGNEACH. 


Mar  ffu'm  hitheadh  e  air  a  lahhalrt 

Leis  a  Bhan-Ri'jh  VICTORIA,  oidhch'  a  bhai  ami  am  hothan  airidh 

le  Prionns'  ALBERT,  agus  da  ghille  Ghaidlnalack, 

Dara  mios  an  Fhoghair,  1851. 


Inbh  nach  tiis,  an  sgàile  mealltacli  faoin, 
Mairg  do  neach  a  dh'iarras  tii  mar  àgh, 
Co  roghnaicheadh  tu  gliabhann  rolaist  bhreug, 
Air  son  na  chi  mi  'n  so  gacli  taobh  a  theid. 

Ailleachd  nàduir  fosgailt  air  gach  làimh, 

'tSgun  ni  no  neach  a  mbilleas  sonas  SHÌmh,f 

Tha  'n  oiteag  chiiiin  a'  gluasad  barr  nan  lus, 

A  reir  an  gnè  a'  faotainn  càil  o  'tlus, 

Anbhadh  stri  na  doinionn  coisgt'  gun  chl'ith, 

'S  gach  bruaillein  adharach  \  fo  smaclid  an  t-sith, 

An  àile  beò  le  sgaothan  sgiathach,  meanbh, 

Do-aithnicht'  mar  tha  'n  àireamh,  's  ionnan  sin  an  ainm. 

*  The  following  advertisement  is  from  the  Daihj  Bulhtui  of  25th 
June,  1859  : — Glasgow  Celtic  Society. — Prize  Poems — The  Games 
will  take  place  on  the  2d  and  3d  August  next,  when  prizes  con.siderably 
over  £100  will  be  awarded.  The  Directors  offer  for  the  best  Two  Gaelic 
Poems — not  exceeding  200  lines — on  any  subject  connected  vnth  the 
Highlands,  a  Purse  of  Ten  and  Five  Sovereigns.  Competitors  must 
forward  their  productions  to  the  Subscriber,  with  sealed  envelope,  in- 
closing Motto,  Name,  and  Address,  on  or  before  1st  July. 

DuKCAN  Campbell,  Secretary. 

Mercantile  Advertiser  Office,  73  Buchanan  Street,  Glasgow. 

t  Stillness,  cjuietness. — M'Leod  &  Dewar's  Gaelic  Lexicon. 
X  M'Leod  &  Dewar's  Orthograph  Gaelic  Lexicon. 
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Tha  'n  lochan  ud  le  bhadaiu  iirar  gheug, 

Gun  det)  gun  tonn  o  dhiiuihlaicli  stri  nan  speur, 

Sruthan  sèimh  o  lùn  gun  tànili  a'  teachd, 

A'  ruith  air  amar  dheidoagan  mar  shneachd, 

Troinih  liiban  lusach  air  an  cluinnear  fhuaini, 

Far  am  faigliear  taitneachd  smaoin  nach  ceannaich  luacli, 

Tha  mlionmhor  socrach  air  an  fiiaiche  rèidh, 

'N  a  thorman  feargach  troimh  na  sgealban  geur, 

Ris  an  cog  e  dian  mar  bliristeas  iad  a  cheann, 

'S  e  leum  le  bàinidh  tuil  do  'n  ghleann. 

Alltain  luraich,  ma  tha  aon  ag  iarraidh  fois, 

Na  chuireas  iomagain  bhuaireasach  gu  clos, 

Is  tus'  an  urchosg*  's  na  tha'n  so  ma'n  cuairt, 

De  ghlòir  na  cruitheachd  thar  na  bhreathnaich  smuain. 

Tha  nis  an  solus  mòr  a  tasgadh  colbh  an  la, 

Gus  an  till  e  'roinn  as  iir  ruinn  beath'  a  bhlàtlis. 

Tuar  ruiteach  soireann  air  na  neòil  's  an  iar, 

A'  fasgnadli  tlàth's  an  drùchd  ged  dh'fhalbh  a  ghrian, 

A  dh'fhàg  mi'n  so  an  uaigneas  frith  an  fheidh, 

Leab  inns'  a  chròcaich  mhir,  nach  fhuiling  Ijacadh  srein, 

Aire,  cuthach,  luth,  is  luath's  do  dhion, 

'S  cha  mhùth  thu  ti'usgan  god  thig  caochladh  shion  : 

Lusan  uain'  an  fhirich  fhàsail,  ghairbh, 

Do  stràille  stàit  's  gach  ait'  a  mhaiseachd  dhoirbh, 

Tha  do  chòmhnuidh  air  na  raointean  farsuing  fas, 

'S  luidhidh  tu  gu  cuannar  sios  air  còsaibh  lair, 

Do  dheoch  de  chaochain  o  na  carraigean  f  uar, 

Feadain  mhaireannach  nan  sruth  o  ghrunnd  a'  chuain, 

Ath-ghlante  le  diomhairachd  nach  flmca  sùil, 

Ma'n  ruig  iad  uachdar  fuinn  o  thuinn  na  dùil,t 

*  Aiitklote.— M'Leoil  &  Dewar's  Gaelic  Lexicon, 
t  Element. 
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Da'n  goirear  fairge,  tal)h,  is  ciian,  is  lear, 
Uisgean  mora,  tonnaii  athmhor,  sail,  is  muir, 
O'm  bheil  fuarainn  bhorbhanach  nan  cas  shlios  gorm, 
Fo  ghiubhsach  shean  a'  cònihdach  stuaclh  is  tholm, 
Crannaibh  eagsambail  gach  doir  an  treòir  am  fàis, 
Ath-bheothaichte  le  brutliain  chiiiin  na  ciurach  bhlàtli, 
Cail  on  stoc  ti-oimh'  laoghainf  lag  nan  geug, 
Ag  altrum  an  duillicli  sgaoilt  I'i  feartan  grein, 
Còisridh  chiùil  nan  iteag  breac  is  maiseach  snuadli, 
■  *S  an  guib  an  àird  ri  sjaeur  a'  seinn  gu'n  d'eug  am  fuachd. 


Cliaradh  nan  teangag  sruiteach  geur, 

Coimeas  doibli  clia  robh  's  cha  blii,  an  innleachd  tlieud. 

Oirfeid  ci'uiteirean    na    frith    feadh    barracli    cùbhiaitlli 

chrann, 
A  cuir  sgàil  air  bvuachan  grinnealacli  nan  gleann, 
Troimh'n  taom  na  cuislean  fionnar  sin  o  ;il  gu  li-àl 
Le  sior-ruith  bhuan  gun  feum  air  tàmh, 
Tlia  gach  làirig,  miodar,  coire,  Ion,  is  raon, 
Màgh,  leitir,  cruach  is  gleannan  caol, 
'N  an  earradh  òirdheirc  iomadach  an  dreach, 
Nach  Ian  tuig  teallsanachd  gu  bràth.       'S  nach  àireanih 

neach. 


Mar  dh'eireas  iad  o'n  dùslainn  l)heò. 

Air  uachdar  shrath  is  shliabh,  do  chunntas, 

Mar  tha  mais  osceann  na  chunnacas  riamh, 

Do  riomhadh  lùchairtean,  na  coroin  oir, 

Na  faileis  ris  an  abair  crmch  a  bJiàis  an  coir. 

+  Pith  of  wood. 
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Na  stùcan  aill)liiun  sin  ni'au  iaclli  an  duililire  tiugli, 
Eideadh  "  tàirneinich"  n'an  cainnt  an  spioraid  "guth," 
Nam  beitliir  dearg  a  slirachdas  speur  le  toinn, 
Osuaich  neòil  an  uisg'  air  rothan  luath  na  stoirm, 
Gròmhan  fearg  na  h-iarmailt,  miicht'  le  brolluin  teas, 
Gne  nan  spùtan  teinnteach,  dealrach,  clis, 
A'  leuni  feadh  meallan  gulniacli.  Uanihasach  do'n  t-slnul, 
Ac-li  iochdarainn  do  d'  sniaclid  s'  a  dli'òrduicli  reachd  nan 

dùl. 
Tha'n  còmhnard  stràcht'  le  bàrr  de  chaochladh  seòrs', 
Bull  dicliil  saothair  fear  deasachaidh  nam  pòr, 
Stadh  na  beatha  beannachd  fas  an  fhuinn, 
Stòr  gun    chrioch  !       Is  bladh   gach    maoin    a    thngadh 

dhuinn, 

Tha  na  miodair  fheuracli  Ian  de  threudan  bnair, 
'S  a  meanbli-chrodh  meigeadach  le'n  ail  air  làr  nan  cluainn. 
Graigh*  niluiingeach  miann  nan  Kigli  air  innsean  spreidh, 
Steudan  nieavganta  nan  sliabli  gun  fhathast  srian  'n  am 

belli, 
Siolach    aintheasacli    na    Marc,    a  dliion   thu   thir  nam 

buadli, 
An  iomadh  ùraeh  leòn  is  urraui  dliondis'  a  luaidli. 

Ch'i  mi  thu'n  sgàthan  mòr  nam  ficliead  linn, 

A  sheas  thu  t-aonar  cuis  is  ioghnadh  leinn, 

Stòlda,  gailblieach,  sonruichte  seach  each, 

'S  bheir  do  chriochan  toirmisgt'  fiunuis  duit  mar  bha. 

'S  na  sloigh  le  d'  chlaidheanih  dion  a  thuit, 

A  ghleidh  dhuinne  gus  a  so  ua  thugadh  dhuit, 

'S  mis'  an  naoulhamli  deiig  tluir  cia(l,f  de  t-fhior  fhuil  fein, 

*  Sometimes  greigh. 
t  Na  ceud. 
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A  stiùir  do  cholbli  's  clia'n  fhuaim  gun  seadli  an  sgeul, 

Ach  cliii  a  tha  co  fad  's  a  dheàrrsas  grian, 

Gur  e  do  chrùn  is  fhaid'  a  nihair-  a  cliualas  rianih, 

Tha  mi'n  so  a'd  uchd  a  ndiàthair  aosd  an  sith, 

Air  dòigh  nach  robh  is  dh'fliaoidt'  a  ràdh  nach  bi, 

Aon  righ  na  ban-righ  air  a  chruinne  bhos, 

O'     threig    m'    ath'raiclian    do    dhithreabh     ùrd.       Mar 

dh'fhàgadh  fios. 
Tha  mi'n  so  gun  feum  air  dion,  na  odhail  arm, 
Gun  champar  conihairlich,  na  gillean  gairm, 
A'  measg  mo  dhilsean  sona,  saor  gun  sgàtli, 
A'm  broilleach  stèidh  mo  Mhòrachd, 

Rlogliachd  an  talamli  àrd. 


RANN     CRUINNEACHADH     COMUNN 
N  A  ]M     F  I  A  N  N , 

Ann  an  Ghlascau  :  air  a   chcud  latha  do  a  BhUadhna,  1858. 


Sonas  is  meas,  mar  a  dh'iarrainn, 
Do  Chomunn  anmadail  nam  Fianntan, 
O'n  tir  thuathach,  chluaineach,  bheannach  ; 
Garbh  chriochan  nan  creachan  corrach, 
Aisridh  chas  nan  dian  shruth  steallach  : 
Coill  spionndach  nan  alld  easach,  linneach. 
'S  iongantach,  eag-sandiuil,  àluinn  : 
T-aodann  stùcacli,  ghlinn  is  Làirig, 
'S  an  cuan  mu  d'  chladach  a'  gàirich, 
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Cluinnear  nuallan,  stuadhan  sàile, 

Le  toirm  gun  chricli,  ri  d'  thir  a'  hàioadh  ; 

A  mhàthair  laoch,  is  uaigli  gach  nànihaid, 

A  dh'fheuch  ri  d'shaors'  a  chur  an  cunnart, 

Le  gnii'ge,  le  mi-run,  no  le  ainneart  : 

A  bhan-righ'n  nan  rioghachd,  is  àii-d  urrau)  ; 

A  sheinn  na  baird  le  buaidh  chaithream  : 

'S  a  tha  nis  do  mhic  rathail,  laochail, 

A'  dion,  mar  urram  nach  caochail, 

Cànain  is  culaidh  Fhiann  's  an  cuimhne 

'S  mar  a's  sine,  's  ann  a's  deimline 

A  fhreumhaicheas  an  aigne  Ghàidheal, 

Na  ni,  's  na  theirear,  aig  gach  comhail, 

'S  an  cruinnich  àrmuinn  do  gach  fine, 

An  caidreamli  bratlirail,  seadli  an  coinneimh. 

Thig  Alpeinich  shean,  freumh  ar  righrean, 
Is  Stiiibhartaich  fhlathail,  de  'm  fior-fhuil, 
Dòmhnullaich  ain-theasach,  sàr-fhir 
O  eileanean  cuain  's  o  mhor-thir, 
Clann  Lachainn  threun,  uasal,  noghail, 
Thaisgeach,  mhùirneach,  fòghlum  Ghàidheal. 

DuibLnich,  ghaisgeil,  stòlda,  chinntear, 
'S'Fi'isealaich  na  h-innsginn  theiniitich  : 
Camslironaich  chruaidh  nan  euclid  minic, 
A  choisinn  cliii  bhuan  nach  teirig. 
Clann  Ghriogair  chatharra  nan  còmlirag, 
'S  miorbhuil  teasruigimi,  na 's  beo  dhibh  : 
Uaill  gach  fine,  cliii  bhur  cruadail, 
Dhùbhlanaich  sibh  sgrios  's  bha  buaidh  leibh. 
Clann  Laomainn  ainmeil,  le  'n  reachd  sonruicht' 
"  Na  brist  gealladh,  's  na  guidh  nàmhaid." 
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Leatlianaich  uailjhreach,  dian,  smachdail ; 
Dhearbh  sibh  riamh  bhur  gaisge  rioclidail. 
Claim  an  Aba,  cogach,  stàiteil, 
Fir  mhor,  dheachdair,  modhail,  ùiseil : 
O  linn  nam  Fiann  an  teug-bhoil  lannan, 
'S  gaiui  a  thàinig  bhur  co-ionnan. 
Clann  Neachdainn,  o  Leitir  Cholg-Fhinn, 
Cha-n  'eil  fine  a's  sine  an  Albainn, 
Deanachadh  laochail,  's  beagan  bruidhne, 
Buaidhean  urramach  blmr  cuiinline. 

Clami  Donnachaidli  àrmuinn  nan  lann  riiisgte, 

'Sioglmadh  bliur  seanachas  do  na  dh'  eisd  e ; 

Bhur  meirghe  gun  choimeas  fhathast ; 

Cha  'n  f  hacas  riamh  's  cha  tig  a  rithist 

Am  bratach,  treubh,  no  fine  eile : 

Calaman,  is  beithir  nimhe, 

Riochd  sgrios,  's  teachdaire  nèarahaidh, 

Urras  gaoil,  is  dioghaltas  gàbhaidh, 

Clann  Choinnicli  ailleal,  toii'teil,  treubhach, 

Lasgarra,  fial,  cuirteil,  treòrach, 

Neartnihor  mar  bha  'n  càil  's  an  inntinn, 

Teisteas  a  blia  sibh  riamh  a'  toilltinn. 

Clann  lonmhuinn  iochdmhor,  buadhach,  dileas, 

Thug  feartan  duibh  tuigs'  àrd  mar  dhùthchas, 

Suinn  chalma,  reachdmhor  o  fhreumh  Ghriogair, 

lonmhuinn,  gach  am  a'  freagairt : 

Sibh  ainm  na  seirc,  uaill  ar  bràithrean, 

'S  gach  ait'  am  1)heil  sibh  fo  na  speuran. 

Aon  fhocal  do  dh'  uaislean  a'  Chomuinn, 
'S  a  cheolraidli  a'  bi'iodal  a  leannain, 
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Cha  mhearachcl  dliuibh  ;  no  sgeul  gun  sireadh 

Ged  tha  roinn  a'  Bhàird  gu  deireadli. 

Eisdibli :  seirni  pongan  dlios, 

'S  tai'taraich  aon  clicuuiacli  clias, 

Farum  triall,  Siol  Cliuinn  a'  teachd : 

Sgeul  a  dli'  innseas  mic  bhur  mac : 

Cuimbn'  'ur  còmliail,  's  teacbd  Cblann  Diigliail, 

Gu  cuirm  gbrcadbnacb,  coisridli  Ghuidbeal. 

Toirm  Pìob-mhòr,  a'  reubadh  atliair, 

Reang  laoch,  a'  freagairt  le  co-fhoghar, 

Lannan  tàirngt'  an  làimh  gach  curaidh ; 

Sliochd  crodha  nan  sonn  airidli, 

O'n  d'fhuair  sinn  cànain  gun  choimeas, 

'S  a  chliii  a's  àird'  a  bha  na  bhitheas  ; 

'S  ar  n'  earradh  buadhacli ;  oillt  ar  nàimlidean  : 

Fo'n  aithnich  gach  sluagh  Gàidheil  Albainn, 

Air  feadli  nach  rioghachd,  air  fad  na  cruinue  : 

'S  a  leanas  ruinn  niur  fannaich  sinne. 


SUISDE    CHONAIN, 


Latba  bha  seanacliaidh  nan  cnoc, 
A'  siubhal  àirdean,  is  ghlac, 
Garbhlach,  bheanntan  is  shlochd, 
Gun  chuimhn'  air  math  no  air  lochd, 
Cha  d'  fhàg  e  caibeal,  earn,  no  carragh, 
Eadar  Dun-suinn  's  an  Roinn  Ghallach, 
Air  leitii',  air  lèana,  no  air  staca, 
iST ach  do  sgriob  e  leis  'n  a  phoca ; 
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B'  e  sud  dial  nam  niiltean 

Bh'  air  dronnaig  a'  clirùbaich  neònaich, 

'S  e  seinn  piobaireachd  Mliic  Mliath, 

Glieibh  mi  na  chi,  "Thoir  dhomh,  thoir  dliomli 

O  bbeiiin  gu  màgh,  'so  shrath  gu  h-aonach, 

Air  feadb  cliàrn,  is  uamhan  frogacb, 

An  doimhneacbd  ghleann  is  cladacb  cuain 

Ag  iarraidb  àirneis  nam  Fiann, 

Bu  choingeis  leis  greimicbe,  no  ladar, 

Criadhar,  bugbal,  mias,  no  meadar, 

Clobha,  bior-teallaicb,  no  slabLraidh, 

Eallag,  crùisgein,  no  crann  aimbreidli, 

Geannaire,  fairiche,  no  crogan, 

Suisde,  rails:!,  no  corr-sbùgan, 

Cliabh-spidricli,  coran,  no  sgian-bharrain, 

Cas-clirom,  carn-slaodaidh,  no  curran, 

Bior  glantachain,  caibe,  no  greallag, 

No  fiodhracli  crainn  o  bhonn  gu  corrag, 

Pleadhag,  màtag,  no  cnotag, 

Làir-chaibe,  torra-sgian,  no  caiteag, 

ISTa'n  saoilie  gu'm  fac  iad  Fionn, 

Bbiodh  sud  aig  croman  nan  rann. 

Coma,  latba  do  na  làltliean, 

A  sliuidli  e  toirt  fois  d'a  luighean, 

Chunnaic  e  tliall  air  bearradh, 

An  ciunbradli  a  bha  e  riamh  a'  sireadh, 

Ars'  easan  ris  flièin  : 

Gach  fear  is  f heàrr  an  cinnseal  gnothuicli, 

Is  mac  na  socharaicb  g'a  mhitbicli, 

Bitbidli  feai-  diùid  gun  ni  gun  fhonn, 

Lamb  m'a  cbid  cinn  na  th'ann, 

Bithidh  so  learn  dbacbaidb  air  mo  dbruim, 
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Latlia  luo  ratli  "  bun  iia  ciiise," 

Storas  nacli  d-fhuair  duin'  san  id  so  ; 

Luchairt  Mliic  Cumhail  's  na  li-innte, 

"  Mis'  's  mi  fhein"  's  gun  tnille  cainuto, 

Spiod  e'n  graid'  amaoli  air  sgroig, 

A  poca  bann  an  fheilidli  bhig, 

Boann  biorach  buadhacli  Mhic  Alpein, 

Pàrnig  nan  cliav  cliamhain  Oisein, 

Thoisich  e  gu  làmhar  sunntach, 

Ealamh,  gleusda,  siiileach,  cinnteach, 

A'  gabhail  cunntais  's  an  àireamh, 

Gun  sùil  ri  cocaid  no  ri  tòrachd, 

Gus  an  cual  e  staruni  cbas, 

A'  tighin  gu  suigeartacli  clis, 

"  Failte  fear  fuath  am  meadhon  feisde," 

Conan  a'  coinealachadh  a  shiiisde, 

'S  e  tròg-blioil  a  suas  am  bruthach, 

Gu  'n  deanadli  esan  grabadh  gnothuicli  ; 

'S  b'ionnan  a  tbacliair  mar  a  thubhairt, 

Gun  fhuireach  ri  gabhail  no  ri  tabhairt, 

Thilgeadh  a'  mhàilidh  ri  talamh, 

Sgeul  nan  creach,  mairg  na  coinneimh, 

'S  a  mach  bha  'n  crùbach  leis  an  leatliad, 

Gun  amharc  air  cas-chcum  no  frith-rathad, 

Thug  e  troimh  gach  lod  is  easga, 

Feur-lochan,  leoig,  is  beul  uisge, 

Gus  an  d'fhuair  e'n  cuil  nan  cèirseach,* 

An  taobh  shuas  do  dh'  Artl  an  ceann  na  giiosaich. 

»  Carles. 
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MOCHEIRIGH     FHINInT 


Tha  còig  ceud  deug  is  deich  's  tri  ficliead, 

'S  da  bhliudhn'  eil'  air  dol  seachad, 

O'n  a  chaidil  Fionn  'na  airm  choiseart, 

'Na  leaba  sheilg  aii*  bruaclian  Dhochairt.  * 

An  la  roimlie  'n  uair  dhùisg  e  gvi  moch 

Dli'  eirich  e  's  dh'  amliairc  e  macli ; 

Ghlaoidh  e  air  Oisein  is  air  Goll ; 

Cba  d'flireagair  aon,  bha'n  Fheinn  air  chall  ; 

Ghrad  thug  e  as  ris  a'  bheinn, 

Ag  iarraidh  Aongbas  Chill-Fhinn  ; 

Cha  do  dhirich  e  fad  an  t-ucLd, 

'Nuair  cbunnaic  e  'làmh  dheas  a'  teachd, 

Is  eallach  a  dhroni'  air  a  mbuin, 

De  gach  ioghnadh  bba  o  shean, 

Sgiatb  Cburaicb  's  clogad  Mhànuis, 

Cuigeal  is  Fearsaid  Eamhair-Aluinn, 

Sleagb  Dhiarmaid  's  Crios-muineal  Bbran, 

Crann-arm  Fliinn  is  Mac-au-Luinn, 

Dearbb  fhreumhan  fior  Chraobh  Lòduinn, 

Breacan  Oscair  's  bogba  Threin-mboir, 

'S  bratacb  seacbd  cathan  na  Feinne, 

'S  mar  sin  sios  ma  's  fior  am  Filidh, 

A  cbuireadb  'na  rann  moran  tuille, 

Mm-  bitbeadh  Mac  an  Aba, 

Mur  b'àbhaist  alabhairt  gu  modhail,  duineil,  stàiteal. 

Le  cead  bbur  Moracbd,  a  Mhic  Cumhail, 

Ciod  a  b'àill  leibb  's  moch  'ur  siubhab 

*  Amhainn  Dhochairt  lamh  ri  Gill  Fhinn  'am  Braiil-Alba. 


COMHRADH.  193 

Stad  a  laochain  arsa  Fionn, 

Ous  an  roinn  mi  oirbh  na  tli'ann. 

So  dhuitse  mo  chrios  is  ]Mac-an-Luinu  * 

Mo  chranu-arm  's  Crios-muineil  Bhran, 

Sleagh  Mliic  o  Duibhn'  do  Chaileia  Ghi'ianaig, 

Sgiath  Cliuraich  do  dh'  Artt  di'.eas,  fialaidh, 

Breacan  Oscair  's  Itiodag  Fhaolain, 

Do  Dhòmliiiull  nan  corn  an  ceann-feadhna, 

Sin  duibh  mo  dhileab,  beannaclid  buan  leibh, 

'S  ghrad  sjjarr  e'  n  Crux  air  Creag  Uaine. 


COMHRADn    MAR    GU  M    BIODH    E    EADAR 

BAINTIGHEARNA     ELLERSLIE 

AGUS 

TOMAS    LEARMONT. 

Nuair  a  tJieich  Uilleam  Uallace  an  dcigh  dha  Seilbie 
a  mharhhadh. 


BAIXTIGHEARXA. 

O  àmhghair  c'  ait  an  stad 
Do  bhuillean  goirt, 
Nan  tig  crioch  air  àr  nan  deur, 
No  c'  uin  a  tliogas  t-uallacli 
Dbinn  is  diobradb  leir. 
O  thus'  a  Rigb  na  gloir, 
O'n  d'fhuair  sinn  bitb, 
Glèidli  na  db'fhuiricb  beò, 

*  Ainm  Claidheamh  Fhinn. 
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!N'ac]i  leòir  na  thuit, 

Mar  iobairt  cliasgraidh 

Do  iiàmliaid  borb  nach  sguir 

A  tliorachd  mo  mliic  ghaoil, 

Air  faondradli  feadh  choiiltean  fas, 

'S  am  frogan  iiaigneach  bheanii ; 

'S  a  tlieaclid  an  tir, 

Do  fhaobli  nam  brùidean  alld, 

No  luibhean  searbh  na  frith, 

'S  nach  eòil  domh  'm  bheil  e  tinn, 

No  slàn,  no  theagamh  marbh  le  dith  ; 

'S  nach  cluinn  mi  tuille, 

C  ait  an  tuit  e  'n  làmh  an  èig, 

'S  na  nàimhdean  fuileach, 

Air  a  thoir  a  dh'fheudas  teachd  'na  dhail, 

'Nuair  dh'fhàilnicheas  a  threoir, 

'S  e  fann  's  nach  aobhar  eagail, 

Do  na  daoi  a  làmh  no  lann  ; 

Nach  do  thuit  mo  choimpir  nasal  treun, 

Athair  reubt'  le  iomadh  lot, 

Fo  shleaghan  bàsmhor  Ghall  ; 

'S  ar  mac  gun  deo  ri  thaobh, 

An  oath  mo  chreach, 

A  thug  iad  uam  araon. 


O  XJile-chumhachd  d'  an  leir  gach  ni, 
Thug  t-ainm  glòirmhor  do  gach  àl, 
Mar  Athair  gaoil  is  sith, 
Dean  furtachd  air  mo  chàs, 
A  Rlgh  nan  Righ. 
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Carson  a  tlia  thu  caoiilh, 

'S  nach  'eil  an  so  ach  seal, 

Mar  bhoin'  an  doiinhn'  a'  cliuain, 

Tha  ùin'  an  duin'  a  bhos, 

An  coimeas  ris  a'  bhith  gun  clinoch, 

A  bheir  caochladh  beatha  dliuinn, 

An  Riogh'chd  na  bith-bhuantachd, 

Far  am  faigli  sinn  gràs  gu  gràs, 

Is  glòir  gu  gloir, 

Gu  siorruidh  a'  fas  's  a'  fas, 

Ni's  mo  's  ni's  mo, 

An  eòlas,  gaoil,  is  sith, 

An  Ti  d'am  buin  gach  cliù, 

A  ta  'gar  smaclidachadh  an  diugh, 

Mar  chinneach  ciontach, 

Nach  do  lean  a  ghuth, 

Ged  sliaor  e  sinn  co  trie, 

O'r  nàimhdean  làidir  fiat, 

A  bha  fad  air  tith  ar  sgrios, 

Nach  d'fhuair  an  toil  mar  dh'iarr  ; 

Is  bheir  e  rithist  air  a  h-ais 

An  t-saors'  a  thugadh  bhuainn  : 

Bi  cinnteach  thig  an  la, 

'S  am  faigh  siiin  fois  mar  fhuair. 

Carson  a  tha  thu  a'  caoidh  Ì 

*S  do  bhròn  co  trom. 

An  e  do  mhac  bhi  mach, 

Fo  mheachain  choUl  is  bheann  ; 

Gun  fhurtachd  ach  a  shaors', 

A  chridhe  treun,  's  a  lann  ? 


196  COMHRADH. 

Carson  a  tha  tlni  a'  caoidh  Ì 

Ged  tlia  e  nis  an  càs, 

Is  rolla  Freasdail  dùint' ; 

Bi  cinnteach  thig  an  la, 

'S  am  faicear  àgh  nam  fear, 

A  triall  le  greadhnachas  nan  Clann, 

Gu  h-iomairt  chruaidli  nan  I  ami  ; 

Bi  cinnteach  thig  an  la, 

'S  an  cluinnear  anns  gach  tir, 

Is  mairidh  gu  la  bhràth, 

Air  feadh  gach  linn  'ga  luaidh, 

A  ghibht  a  fhuair  do  mhac, 

Nach  ceannaich  or  no  luach, 

A  chuir  gu  cinneach  claoidht', 

Fo  àmhghar  sgiùrs  gun  iochd, 

Nam  borb  bha  riamh  ri  Iochd, 

Carson  a  tha  thu  caoidh, 

Tha  'n  latha  tarruiiig  dlùth, 

'S  an  tionndaidh  smachd  a'  bhais, 

Air  cinn  nam  fòirneartach  gun^bhàigh. 

Carson  a  tha  thu  caoidh  ] 
Bi  cinnteach  thig  an  la, 
'S  am  faicear  Albainn  saor, 
A  dh'aineoin  fuath  is  treis', 
Na  chuir  i  'n  àmhghar  geur, 
'S  a  tha  fhathast  toirt  fuath, 
Do  mhac  rath  nam  buadh. 

Carson  a  tha  thu  caoidh  Ì 
O  's  garbh  a  dhiogh'lar  fàtli 
Do  bhròin  a  bhean  ; 
Bi  cinnteach  thig  an  la, 
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'S  an  sgoilt  an  stailinn  glas, 

Goillean  nam  mùgach  allt, 

'S  an  gialan  a'  spreadadh  air  feur, 

Le  deannal  nan  cruaidh  lann  beuiT. 

Carson  a  tha  thu  caoidli  ì 

Faic  drillsein  dearg  air  bàrr  gach  sleibh, 

'S  Crois-Tàra  ruith, 

A'  tional  nam  fear  mùr, 

Connspuinn  euchdach  nan  càs  dearg, 

Neart  mar  leoglianaibh  frith, 

Fo  bhrataichean  iomadh  dathach  gu  buaidli, 

A  thoirt  air  ais  duinn, 

Na  tha  bhuainn,  sonas  is  s\th. 


FAILTE   MHAIRI    NIC    NEACHTAIN", 

BEAN  UASAL  ANX  AN  GLASCHU. 


Sgeul  a  dh'  fhàgas  mi  do  chàch, 
Cuimhneachan  na  tha  's  mar  fhuair, 
Mu  'n  te  mhaiseach  is  f  heàrr  guè, 
Mathair  mhac  is  ceil'  an  fhir  mhoir, 
M'an  cualas  'na  ait, 
Ri  guaillinn  an  t-seann  laoich, 
Air  fireach  nam  biiid.* 

*  Faic  cuimhneaclian  Bhraid-Alba. 
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Is  ioglmadli  orcu^h  gacli  ni, 

An  obair  an  Ti  tlmg  o  sbean, 

Mar  clioimpire  do'n  duine  'na  fheum, 

E.oinn  detli  fèin  dan  goirear  bean  ; 

Saoileam  nach  fiaradh  o'n  choir, 

Ged  a  shonruich  mise  'nam  measg, 

Aon  le  subhailcean  àrd, 

Nacli  urrainn  mi  'n  tràths'  a  mheas. 

Beannachd  dhuifc  annsacbd  na  seirc, 

Stòlda,  daonnachdail,  ciuin, 

'S  trie  tliu  furtachd  na  b-airc, 

Le  gean  is  le  toil  t-fhear  ruin  ; 

'S  barrant  air  sonas  gun  chrioch, 

Macantachd,  dllseachd,  is  truas, 

Is  tuigse  thar  mòran  beò, 

A  fhuair  thu  mar  thiodhlachd  gu  feum 

Nan  ainnis  fo  lerjn. 

Leanaidh  sud  riut  fad  do  re, 

Guidhe  nam  feumach  's  deadh-gliean  chàich, 

'S  tha  'n  gealladli  gu  'n  ruig  e  do  shliochd, 

'S  nach  dichuimhnich  ciira  nam  bochd, 

Luchd  teanachdais  nan  dibleach  fann, 

A  bhios  na  Dhia  's  na  sgiath, 

Dhoibh  sud  's  d'  an  clann. 

Beannachd  is  fàilte  na  dheigh, 
Gu  ceil'  an  fhir  chalma  dheis, 
Is  dilthchas  duibh  araon  d'a  Dhun, 
Olla  na  mùirn  is  Da  Ramh, 
'S  bithidh  mise  's  an  Tùr, 
Dha'm  buin  mi  fhein. 
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RANN    DO    EOGHAN    MAC    CUIRRICH, 

Fear  tcagaisg  Gailig  ann  am  Baile  Atli-Cliath . 


A  ilhuiii'  uasail  fliòghluimt',  mluiirnich, 
Ged  bha  mo  clieolradli  's  an  smiiraiclij 
CÒ1T  is  fichead  bliadhna,  dhiiisg  i, 
'Nuair  cliual  i  ainm  an  fhii*  chliiiitich, 
Eoglian  gu  buaidh. 

Eirinn  uaine  tog  do  cheann, 
'S  na  bi  ni  's  mo  fo  ghlasaibh  teann, 
Do  chainnt  oh-dheirc  oil  do  d'  chlainn, 
A  thogas  cliii  le  glòir  neo-fhann 

Ail*  Eoglian  gu  buaidJi. 

Cùnain  aosda  chlanua  IMilidli, 
A  bh'anns  an  t-saoglial  riamh  's  nach  dibi 
Cha  cliuir  gàmhlas  nàmhaid  sios  i, 
'S  i  nis  an  lamb  an  a  fear  didein, 
Eoghain  gu  buaidh. 

Cànain  àigh  nam  Imadhan  oirdheirc, 
A  b'  fharsuing  cliii  air  feadh  na  h-Eòrpa, 
Bithidh  i  fhathast  mar  a  thòisich, 
Os  ceann  gach  cainnt  na  h-iucliair  eòlais, 
Aig  Eò"]iau  gu  buaidh. 
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Tha  til-  nam  beaiin  's  nan  tuil  an  gaol  ort, 
Sean  Albainn  cbruaidh  na  moraclid  aosda, 
Toivt  furain  duit  le  làmlian  sgaoilte, 
A  db'aineoin  co  their  nacli  faod  i, 
Eògliain  gn  buaidh. 

Cba  Cbrois-Tàra  na  Rosgcatba, 
Cba  gbaoir  bàis  an  gàbbadb  cbbìidb'ean, 
Acb  còmbradb  sobiis  nam  flaithean, 
A  tba  an  Innis-fàil  nan  luidbe 

Tb'  aig  Eogban  gu  buaidb. 

Tba  laoicb  nam  Breacan    a'  cur  fàilt'  ort^ 
Le  fuaim  stuic  's  le  caitlu'eam  clarsaich, 
A'  labbairt  riut  a  nunn  tbar  sàile, 
Le  seirc  full  naibhreacb  nan  Gàidbeal, 
Eòghain  gu  buaidb. 

'S  ebil  doibb  Seanacbas  na  b-Eireann, 
Anns  na  linnibh  cian  a  tbveig  sinn, 
'S  ni  iad  gu  de^nacb  a  leugbadb, 
'Nuair  tbig  i  o  mbeòir  a'  cbleiricb, 
Eogban  gu  buaidb. 

'S  eoil  doibb  Eacbdraidb  nan  armunn, 
Oilliollollam  's  Connal  cearnach, 
Conn-buadbacb  is  Locblunn  làidir, 
Brian  Boroimbe  's  na  tba  dbiubb, 

Aig  Eogban  gu  buaidb. 

Guidbeamaid  dbuit  cliii  is  slàinte, 
Urram  is  meas  anns  gacli  àite, 
'S  com'  nacb  bi  mise  mar  tba  each  dbuit, 
Huni  mire  mo  cbridb'  Rigb  na  Gàilig, 
Eogban  gu  buaidb. 
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RANNAX  DO  UILLEAM  MAC  ILLE  CHRIOSD, 
Clo-bhuailteir  anx  an  Glaschu. 

Bha'n  t-wjligar  's  an  am  air  a  rathad  anns  a  linne  cadar  Cinn-Tire 
is  He,  deireadh  an  t-^amhraidh,  1S57- 


"  Nuair  a  dh'fhùgns  am  pobull   He, 
BeaimacM  le  sith  na  h-Alba." — 

Calum-Cille. 


A  Dhùin  Ard-Athad*  aon  uair  tearmunn  I-nan-letli 
Ct>  's  urrainn  innseadh  tiis  do  sgeòil,  no  bliadhnan  t-aois  ? 
An  robh  thu  'd  lùchairt  fhlaithean,  gean,  is  fleadli, 
'Nuair  thàinig  Ragnar  garg  le  chabhlach  dubh, 
'Nan  sgaotli  air  bilibh  nan  stuadh, 

A  steacli  do  luib  a'  bhogha  nihòir  ceann  baisg'  a  chuain, 
A  thonnan  a'  ruith  gu  tràigh  'nan  sreudan  aghaidh  ri  ciil, 
A  Dhiiin,   nan  innseadh  tu   mar   bha,   bhiodh  sud  'na 
naidheachd  iir  ] 

Ax  Dox. 

Fhidriche  nan  ceistean  deacair  's  dian  gu  d'  chùis  thu, 

Cha'n  fhoghainn  leat  sgeula  Teachdaire  no  riin-fhir, 

Leig  seachad  sin.     Tha'n  iiine  goirid, 

Amhairc  deiseil  gu  ^Maol  na  bàinidh, 

'S  innis  gun  mhoille  na  chi  thu  mar  a  tha  iad. 

Am  Filidh. 
Tha  eithear  ùr,  shnasmhor,  o'n  cldadach  a'  gluasad, 
Le  analachd  cruaidh  sgaireaj)  athair  'na  siiiil, 
Osannan  lar-ghaoith,  'ga  sparradh  'na  luath-ruith, 
Thar  sumannan  uaine,  àrd,  tuaireapach,  dlùth, 

*  An  old  fortress  ou  the  Mull  of  Oa,  opp  site  that  of  Kintyre. 
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Ag  eirigli  's  a'  leumnaicli, 

Le  taosgadh  nan  trast  chaislean, 
Tàbh*  ghleachcl  nan  das-mheall,  nach  caisgear  le  bòsd, 

Tha'n  stiùradair  tùrail, 

Le  cìiram  'g  am  fiaradh, 
Air  gualainn  's  air  sliasaid  na  fleasgairtf  fo  seol, 


Tha  gabliail  air  fuaradli  gu  I-lethJ  Chlann  Dòmhnuill, 
Gu  cala  nan  òb  's  am  bi  tartar  nan  ràmh, 
Leodamus  §  riabhach  nan  liath  charraig  sgealbach, 
Bàbhunnll  a'  ghainmhean  nach  doichealladli  tàmh, 

Do  sgioba  na  birlinn, 

0  cheann  Tire-moire, 
A'  teannadh  gu  còrsa  deas  Innis  nan  Rigb, 

Sean  daoin'  is  macain, 

'S  na  's  urrainn  a  faicinn, 
A'  moladh  a  h-astair  o  Thar-sgeir  gu  tir. 


Tha  toiseach  ri  garbh  tlionnan  fairge,  'g  an  srachdadh, 
Goil  chuartagach,  ghlas-gheal,  a'  frasadh  o'n  stiiiir, 
Sgrioch  siubhal  bàta  nan  stràcan  caol  dionach, 
A  cheannsaich  sruth  ioganach*  tom  chiil  an  Dùin, 

Na  caoirean  geal  sgainneart, 

A'  sgoltadh  's  a'  stealladh, 
Roimh  chinneidean  daraich  na  h-eal'  aig  a  luath's. 

Le  oiteagan  piorrach, 

Aird  Inasdail  chorraich, 
'S  glas,  fuaraidh,  a  broilleach  ri  coigreach  o'n  chuan. 

*  The  sea.     t  Barge.     +  i-e-,  the  island  of  halves — Islay. 
§  At  present  Port-Elleu.     ||  Bulwark.     U  Deceitful. 
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Tha'n  àrdrach  gliasda  'na  deannamh  troinih'ii  cliaol , 
A'  cur  garbhan  an  t-saobh-shrutli  na  chabliadh  m'a  sròin, 
Aig  fosgladli  na  linne  hach  salaich  a  li-eideadh, 
Eo  chèabliar*  glan  speuran  a'  bulgadh  nan  seol, 

Sinte  r'a  crannaidh, 

Ard,  cannach,  niin,  sùiglit', 
A  doire  nam  fiiiran  'an  giùbhsach  Locli-sluaigh, 

Tir  sinnsir  a'  Gliàidlioil, 

Nach  nàraich  le  ghnionih  i, 
So  fhàilte  do  lie  le  piob  Dhòmhnuill  ghruaini. 

Fonn  : — "  Niglieaii  doni)  na  h-àiridJi." 
Thug  thii  thairis  cliu  na  marachd, 
'S  cha  bu  bharrachd  sud  air  t-àbhaist, 
Tha  cuireadh  nan  aosd  's  nan  òg  dhuit, 
Le  cliar  cliiùil  ùigliean  is  bhàidaibh. 

Cha'n  ioghnadli  e  mar  mheas  d'an  còmhail, 
Gur  e  mo  cheòlsa  do  clieud  fhàilte, 
B'  iomadh  flath  greadhnach  is  milidh, 
A  dh'eisd  mo  sgal  an  stri  nan  àrach. 

Aig  Sruith-liatli  ard  nan  daingeann  mural 
Am  braise  diibhlain  slieinn  mi'n  àr-ghaoir, 
Le  riar  an  fbirein  do-lùbaidb, 
G'a  chrich  nach  d'  iimlilaich  do  nàmbaid.f 

'Nuair  cliualas  an  osag  shcideach, 
O'n  adbairc  cliruim  ri  beul  an  àrmuinn 
Targradh  ròisealach  na  buaidh  ud, 
A  dh'lnnsear  gu  buan  mar  a  bha  i. 
*  Slight  breeze — MacAlpine. 
+  A.D.  1304.     "  There  were  neither  high  nor  low  between  the  Ord 
of  Caithness  and  Miller  Snov:k  in  Galloway,  but  submitted  to 
Edward  this  year,  but  William  Wallace  alone  and  his  personal 
followers." — John  de  Fordum. 
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Dli'aom  na  Gàidheil  thun  a'chòmhnaird, 

Laist'  le  mòrchuis  mar  an  àljhaist, 

Ailpeinich  o'n  Leamhna  chraobhach, 

Le  Calum*  Ard  cheann-feadhna  stàtail, 

Fo  bhratach  cruiii,  's  le  run  gun  fhiaradh, 

Stadli  na  dilseachd  riamli  nach  d'fhailnich. 

Eioghalaich  oscarra  nan  garbli-chrioch, 

O  Choinneach  Mòr  Rìgli  Alba  dh'fhàs  iad. 

Eùisgt'  ach  cneasag,f  crios,  is  feileadli, 

Le  slisich  gheir  ri  grein  a'  deàrrsadh, 

Liobhaidh,  glan  mar  leacan  reota, 

Fo  anail  fuachd  air  lòintean  fàsail. 

Garbh  chòmhrag  nan  treun  Mhac  iid, 

Cha  chluinn  's  clia'n  fhacas  na  thug  bàrr  air, 

Còig  m'an  aon  an  cuthach  streup  ruibli, 

'S  cha  d'fhàg  fear  as  a'  cheud  diubli  'ii  làrach  ! 

Sin,  fhir  mhodhail,  gniomh  do  sheòrs:i, 

Fìrinn  ghlan,  gun  sgleò  nach  fag  thu, 

Beatha  dhuit  gu  tir  Chlann  Dòmhnuill, 

Far  'n  naisgear  mar  choir  riut  càirdeas. 

Am  màireach  gheibh  thu  'n  "  Ise"  mhaiseach, 

Do  choimeas  "As  e"  ainm  a  nàduir 

Sonas,  rath  is  sith  gu  buan  duit, 

Cha  mhisd  na  chuala  mur  fheàirrde. 

*  The  noble  patriot,  Malcolm,  earl  of  Lennox,  fought  with  Wallace 
at  Stirling  Bridge,  1297,  and  adhered  to  Bruce  in  all  his  troubles 
till  freedom  was  restored  by  the  Battle  of  Bannockburn.  Having 
survived  the  king,  he  opposed  the  second  Baliol,  and  fought  for 
his  country  against  that  despicable  usurper,  till  at  last  he  per- 
ished, sword  in  hand,  in  the  eightieth  year  of  his  age,  at  Halidon 
Hill,  A  D.  1333.  He  was  of  the  royal  line,  direct  from  Kenneth 
MacAlpine,  the  69th  king  of  Scots. 
t  Cneasarj  ;  i.e.  leiue.  Tha'n  t-aium  so  fhathast  a  measg  nan  Giiid- 
heal  an  Siorramachd  Shruileadh. 
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Eilean  iomallaich  na  li-Enrp', 

A  tliir  is  bòidhch'  fo  cheaun-blirat  speui", 

Bu  trie  a  cliumiaic  mi  do  chòrs', 

A  nunn  tliar'  Linne  inhòr  nam  Lcuc. 

'Xuair  a  slieideadli  gaotli  cliiùiu  o'n  iar-dheas, 
'S  an  iarmailt  gi;n  clieathach  gun  neul, 
Bliiodh  na  Gàidheil  's  an  Roinn  Ilich, 
Ag  innseadh  d'a  clieile  do  sgèimli. 

Do  cliòmlmardan  feuracli,  maiseach, 
Lag  an  Rutha  reidh  's  Magh  Aoidb, 
'S  do  dhoireachan  geugacli  a'  toirt  fialtuis, 
Do  clieolairean  sgiathacli  nan  craobh. 

T'  fliiiarain  glilan  a'  builsgeadli  fior-uisg, 
Do  threudan  lionmbor  feadh  do  gbleann, 
Do  choilltean  do  thulaichean  's  do  chluaiiitcan, 
'S  tu  uaine  bbo  cheann  gu  ceaun. 

A'  maduinn  neo-cbiontachd  na  b-oige, 
Fbuair  mi  sgeòil  nan  linn  a  db'falbb, 
Aig  cagailtean  He  Chlann  Dòndinuill, 
M'an  d'fbògradb  na  Gàidbeil  o'n  sealbb. 

A  cboisri  fburanach  le'm  b'  eibbin, 
Aithris  sgeulachd  Innis-fàil, 
Ur  sgeulan  nan  aoidbean  coir, 
An  bèistean  ceòlar  nam  Bard. 
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Shaoileadli  na  macaiu  gu'm  b'  fhior, 
Na  dli'iunseadh  dhaibh  o  blieul  nan  sean, 
'S  gu'n  robh  thus'  a  ghnath  mar  'cliualas, 
Luath-ghrdreach  sona  mai"  sin. 

Tha  mi'n  diugh  mar  a  b'  abhaist, 
A'  faicinn  d-fhaire  tliar  an  lear, 
O  chladacli  tonnach  deas-thir  He, 
'S  is  dubhacli  ri  innseadh  do  chor. 

Sgeula  mill  aid  cuing  is  fògraidh, 
Gorfc  is  bron  is  an-cheart, 
'S  gun  dòigh  air  t-fliurtaclid  o  d'  plieia, 
O  na  Ijhrist  tliu  fein  do  neart. 

C'àit'  am  blieil  gaisge  nan  tri  Aodh, 
O'  Dòmhnull  laochail  's  O'  Nèill, 
'S  Mac  Guidhir  gun  athadh  ri  nàmli, 
A.  slieas  gti  bas  ma'n  do  glieill. 

C'àit'  am  blieil  sliochd  nan  treun, 
Aig  Diin-a-bheire  nach  d'  eur  gleachd, 
'Nuair  a  dh'aom  iad  mar  tliuil  nan  sliabh, 
Fo  bhilibh  nan  sgiath  breac. 

Na  creagan  a'  freagairt  le  comh-fhuaim, 
Da'n  iolacli  bhuadhacli  air  a  bhlàr, 
Na  bolgairean  sinte  gun  deo, 
'S  am  fuil  a'  cronanaich  air  làr. 
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Fhir  shuairce  nacli  cuala, 
Na  fliuair  mi  ri  aithris, 
Ma  thig  thu  do'n  bhaile, 
'S  gur  fada  leat  fheòraicli, 
Ma's  fheàiT  leat  na  Innseadli, 
Thu  dh'fhaicinn  gur  firinu  e, 
Thig  is  gabh  an  rathad  di reach  so, 
A  sios  gu  tigh  Dhùmlmuill. 

Gheibh  thu  cuireadh  neo-ghruamach 
Is  uaisle  gun  àrdan, 
Nach  toir  Gallaibh  gu  bràth  dhuit, 
Cha  b'e  àbhaist  an  t-seors'  e, 
Fàilt  iarnaidh  na  faoileachd, 
A  bheir  rughadh  a  t'  aodann, 
Leis  an  cuimhnich  thu  daonnan, 
Fear  de  dhaoin'  is  tigh  Dhòmhnuill. 

Chualas  cuireadh  Righ  Fèine, 

'S  na  dh'eirich  air  iarrtas, 

A  dhol  gu  feisd  liadhacli, 

'S  fear  is  ciad  aig  gach  bòrd  diubh. 

Sean  aoidheachd  nan  Gàidheal, 

Saor  mar  thonnan  an  t-sàile, 

'S  ged  thug  Fionn  leis  an  aireamh, 

Dh'fhan  an  àbhaist  aig  Dòmhnull. 


208  TIGII    DHOMHNUILL. 

Thall  an  Eòrabus  uaine, 

Nam  f uar  thobar  fìor-uisg', 

Ag  èiridh  o'n  dilinn, 

A  lionas  ga'm  beoil  iad, 

Sior  cliaochaiu  gun  tràghadh, 

A  teachd  gun  chriocli  aunt'  o  nàdur, 

As  an  d'  ol  na  fir  làidir, 

Far  an  d'àracliadh  DòmlinuU. 


B'  iomadli  curaidli  nacli  liibadh, 
Air  CÙ1  nan  lann  Stailin, 
A  tliogadh  's  an  ait'  ud, 
Far  nacli  d'  fhàgadh  aon  corr  dliiubh 
Slioclid  nam  Fineachan  lionmhor, 
Uaill  mhaithean  is  Kighrean, 
Da  'm  bu  chleachdadh  le  firinn, 
Mar  a  dli'  innsear  air  Dòmhnull. 

B'  annanili  Pùgh  na  fear-storais, 
A  dh'  fhòghlum  mar  Ilicb, 
A  bhi  cuireadli  na  chit', 
A  teachd  gu  tir  air  an  còi'sa, 
Oha  bliiodh  comhl'  aca  dùinte, 
Bhiodh  luchd  turuis  gun  chiiram, 
'S  gus  an  glaisear  gun  liith  e, 
Bithidh  a  chliù  ud  air  DòmhnulL 

Thug  na  Gaill  dhinn  ar  duthaich, 
Gun  dùil  ri  a  faotuinn, 
'S  gu  criochan  an  t-saoghail, 
Tha  sinn  sgaoilt'  air  ar  fògralh, 
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Fhii'  a  riiigeas  na  hràtlirean, 
Thar  cuan  Salain  na  gàiricli, 
Thoir  ar  beannac^d  gu  bratli  dhaibh, 
'Us  òran  Gaelic  ti<i;h  Dhòmluuiill. 


RANtNTAN   DO    I  Am   MAC    lONMHUINN, 

Ditln.'  uasal  Gaiihscilacli  alj  Drochai  I  Ckoltc,  an  tre:is  latha  de  'a 
Uiadhna,  1S5S. 

FoNN.- — "  Tice&hidi;:' 

An  tàinig  màirneal  aiv  f  uigheall  nan  Clann, 
Neo-shunnd  tiambaidh  mar  an  trom  a  bhàis, 
O  c'  ait'  am  faighear  'n  an  deigh, 
Spiorad  uabhair  nan  treubhach  a  blia. 
Sglath  Alba  sgiììrs  glireadaidh  nan  Gall, 
ISTach  d'fhòghlum  eagal  na  an-toil  nan  trail], 
Riamb  do  nacb  b'  aithne  bhi  saor, 
Acb  an  geimlilean  na  daorsa  mar  blia. 

Nacb  tiambaidh  tbu  cblàrsach  an  Tùir, 

Gun  lamb  ealant'  a  dbùsgadh  do  tbeud, 

Db'  fbalbb  na  b-aosmboir  a  mbeasad'i  do  cbeòl, 

'S  a  nis  cba'n  aidicb  an  oige  dbuit  speis, 

Tba  smiir  di-cbuimbn'  a'  dubbadb  do  cblàr, 

A  cbleacbd  bbi  muirneach  an  àros  nam  feisd, 

Sgeula  mulaid  a  Gbàilig  a  falbb, 

Is  tabbann  fiadhain  nam  borb  anns  gacb  bcul. 
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A   QlIAILIG. 

riiilidb  dhianmlioir  's  e  is  miosa  gur  fior, 

'S  cùis  nacli  ceil  gun  do  dhiobradh  mo^clioir, 

Ach  tog  do  cliruit  is  tlioir  teachdaireaclid  bhuam, 

Gu  fear  fior  nac^i  toir  fuath  dliomli  ri  bheò, 

Gàidlieal  uasal  de  mlieaiigaiu  nan  Rigli, 

Mac  na  seirc  a  tha  dileas  gun  glio, 

Fear  is  ionmhuinn  leinn  againn  is  bliuainn, 

'S  loninhuinn  ainm  leinn,  a  shnuadh,  is  a  dhoigli. 

Tha  cneasdachd  is  carantaclid  chaoin, 

Mòrachd,  firinn,  is  caouilialaclid  bhlàth, 

Mar  bliuaidhean  nàdurr'  an  sealladk  a  sliii], 

'S  'nan  riaghailt  cleachdaidh  a'  stitiradh  a  gniith, 

Fhir  mhacant'  cha  tuilleadh  's  a  choir, 

Na  'm  b'  urrainn  mise  le  comhradh  nam  Bard, 

Innseadh  mar  fhuair  mi  thu  riamh, 

O  na  ghlac  mi  a  cheud  uair  do  làmh. 

Tha  cuid  ann  a  their  is  nach  dean, 
Tha  cuid  a  dli'  àicheas  toil  nèimh  's  gun  a  ràdh, 
Tha  cuid  eile  'n  an  ainneartaich  chruaidh, 
Nach  toir  deadh-rùn  na  fuasgladh  do  chàch, 
Cha'n  6  aon  diubh  do  chleachdadhs'  fhir  chiùin, 
Ach  modhail,  stòlda,  sèimh,  dùrachdach,  fial, 
Theirear  so  leis  na  h-àil  thig  a'  d'  dheigh, 
Le  caithream  Gàilig  a  dh'eisdear  le  miadh. 

Far  an  eiiich  na  Gàidheil  thar  cuain, 
Mar  lusan  lionmhor  nam  bruach  ri  tlus  grein, 
'S  gach  treubh  dhiubh  a'  gleidheadh  le  uaill, 
Cuimhn'  an  dùthchais  an  "  guaillaibh  a  cheil' " 
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Bithiclli  fail  ghaisgeil  iia  Mac  ud  thar  chàichj 
'S  an  gniomh  àraidli  's  gach  ait  aims  an  tèid, 
'S  gum  a  buan  a  bhios  tusa  mar  tha, 
'Na  d'  chlacli  bhunait  mar  dli'fhào:  iad  tliii  'n  de. 


IAIN    OG, 


Fhuair  an  t-ujhdar  paipeir  naiyJieachd  ay  innseadh  gu'h  tainiy  am 
halachan  so  Iain  Mac  Pharuig  Mac  Iain,  I864, 

Fliiiair  sinn  Gàsaid  mhòr  na  Beurla. 
'S  b'  fhada  leatLan  i  i-i  lenghadli, 
B'  iomadh  gnothuch  fear  is  tè, 
A  dh'fhag  sinn  uile  'n  ar  deigh  ìnnt', 
'Nuair  a  fhuair  sinn  buaidh  na  sgeulaclid, 
Thàinig  Iain  Og. 

A  Mhacain  bhòidhich  mile  fàilt  ort, 
'S  Mac  lonmhunn  eil'  tliu  ris  an  àireamh, 
Co  Gàidliealach  ri  fraocli  an  fhàsaich, 
Glieibh  thu  gu  cùramach  d'  àrach, 
Slàint'  is  sonas  buan  do  d'  mhàtliair, 
Thàinig  Iain  Og. 

Ma  bheir  tliu'n  diithclias  o  d'  shoanair, 
Bithidh  tu  f  irinneacli  fearail, 
Thig  sith  is  sonas  riut  a  leanas, 
Thig  urram  leat  o  d'  ainm  so  'n  fhear  ud, 
O  na  tha  cliùis  a  nis  gun  mhearachd, 
Gu'n  tàinig  Iain  Og. 
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Dùisg  do  theudan  a  clilareach, 
Tog  fonn  la  poiican  na  Gàilig, 
Gus  nacli  Iji  fear  amis  an  àl  so, 
Is  mo  a  gheibh, 
De  cheòl  's  do  bhardachd, 

Na'n  dara  Iain  Og. 

Chithear  tliu  fatliast  mar  is  dual  duit, 
Le  claidheamh  mòr  is  breacaii  guaille, 
Crios  airgiodach  's  biodag  cliruadhacli, 
Tlieirear  Alpeineach  gu  buan  riut, 
A'm  fad  's  am  fagusg  far  an  cualas, 

Gu'n  tàiniiz  Iain  Off. 
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An  teaclidaireacLd  so  tliun  nan  Gaidlieal, 

Anns  gach  ait'  air  tir  's  air  fairge, 

Innleachd  ùr  a  ghleidheas  cuimlme, 

Na  thèid  bliuainn  thar  tuinn  air  thearbadh, 

'S  ma  tliilkas  na  nacli  till  iad  thairis, 

'S  eibhin  an  sealladh  mocli  is  anmocli, 

Dealbh  na  dh'fLalbli  a  bid  'ga  fhaicinn, 

'S  dealbh  na  dh'fhan  a  bin  'n  taisjt'  an  earbsa, 

Aig  mic  is  nigheanan  is  brùithrean, 

'Nuair  a  dli'f  hàgas  iad  a  clieile, 

Anns  gach  tir  an  dean  iad  còmhnuidb, 

Sean  is  og  's  na  tliig  'nan  deigh  an:it' 

Gleidhidh  so  an  cruth  's  an  ao:as, 
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'S  comb-iounau  leis  aois  is  loanabaclid, 

'S  firinn  e  le  gathan  soillsc 

Nacli  urraiuu  foill  a  chuir  air  aimhreiclh, 

Thus'  a  leuglias  an  rami  so, 

Gecl  a  dli'fliaodas  tu  'bhi  gann  deth  str.ras, 

Thig  a  nail  gu  Sraid  lamaica. 

Far  am  faic  tliu  fein  an  corr  dbetli, 

Gbeibb  tbu'n  talla  mor  na  h-innleacbd, 

Gàidbeal  dìleas  a  chuir  fàilt'  ort, 

Fear  modbail,  suairce,  duineil,  siobhalt, 

'S  nacb  bi  miodhar  ruit  m'a  pbaigheadh, 

'S  e  's  ainm  dha  Paruig  og  Mac  Ualric, 

Duin'  uasal  a  Earra-gbàidheal, 

'S  cha-n'eil  a'  m  Breatr.nn  na'n  Eirinn, 

Fear  eUe  's  an  dreuchd  a  bheir  bàrr  air. 


B  E  A  X  .  * 


Thus'  a  bran  mo  cliuiUdii  bòidheajh, 
Tha  tbu  lagliacb  spòrsail  suairc ; 
Cha  blii  tbu  tabbann  ri  daoine, 
No  cur  nan  caorach  anns  an  ruaig, 
Cha  teid  thu  nunn  air  Dun-ghairseig, 
A  dhol  ga'n  sganradli  feadb  nam  bruach, 
Cha  b'ionnan  is  Collie  Iain, 
Db'ith  e  shaitb  dbiubb  iomadb  uair. 

*  'S  iad  na  ninnan  so  ceiid  oidhirp  an  iighdair,  'nuair  a  bha  e  'na 
bhalaclian  a'  gleidheadh  cruidli,  aig  Iain  JIac  a  Bhriuthain 
tuathanach  measail,  ann  an  Losaid  na  Ranna  an  He.  Bha  'm 
buachaille  's  an  hm  dluth  air  ceithir  bliadlina  deug  do  dh-aois. 
B'e  Donna^hadh  a  tha  'n  so  air  ainmeachadh,  mac  mòr  an  tuath- 
anaich. 


214  KUAN. 

Tlia  thu  leumneacli  lùglior, 
Mireagach,  siirdail,  's  thu  luath  ; 
Bheir  mi  roinn  duit  do  na  gheibli. 
'S  cumaidh  tu  na  bodaicli  bliuam  ; 
'Nuair  a  thig  an  Sac-ban  's  a'  Chaointeach, 
'S  na  tha'n  Gleann  Mac  Aoidh  dhiubh  nuas, 
Bheir  iad  Donnachadh  do  'n  Bhrutli  leo, 
Gleidh  thus'  TJilleam,  's  gheibh  thu  duais. 

Thèid  mi  do  'n  hidan  am  fhalcadh. 

'S  bithidh  a  ghlaisrig  air  a  bhruaich, 

'S  'nuair  a  ghlaodhas  mi  "  cùl  chas  "  liut, 

Cha  bhi  an  t-ath  shealladh  dlii  shuas  ; 

Bithidh  mi'  n  sin  a'  seinn  an  fheadaiu, 

'S  tusa  beiceis  m'  an  cuairt, 

'S  tu  ag  amharc  an  toir  mi  cead  duit, 

A'  sgrogadh  speirean  an  dainih  ruaidh. 

Cha'n  iarr  thu  snaoisean  no  tombaca, 
Cha  bhrist  thu  glas  's  cha  bhi  thu  'g  61  ; 
'S  fheàrr  leat  a  bhi  ruith  nam  feitheid, 
'S  bhi  learns'  a'  gleidheadh  nam  bo, 
Seasaidh  tu  air  Creag  an  fhithich. 
A  dh'fhaicinn  am  bi  mis  ad'  choir, 
'Nuair  bhios  an  fheannag  's  na  speuran, 
A'  maoradh  ort  le  beul  nan  groc. 


Bheir  mise  dhuit  tei&ttas  sgriobhta, 
Thu  bhi  dileas  air  mo  chùl, 
'S  nach  innis  thu  gu  'm  bi  mi  cadal, 
No  'g  iarraidh  nead  air  an  Dun  ; 
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Tlia  tliu  sleaiiiliainn,  du1>li,  's  do  cliluasan, 
A'  Hibadh  a  niias  m'ad  shùil, 
'S  a  dli'ainvoiu  na  tlieir  luchd  an  tuailcis, 
'S  companacli  diiiii'  tiasail  thu. 


AN     T-OIRCEAN. 

This  seems  to  be  but  a  fragment.  Th.>se  who  heard  the  Bard  re- 
citing it  say  that  there  were  a  greiter  number  of  verses.  The 
following  stanza.s  are  all  that  can  be  found  among  the  manu- 
scripts of  the  poet. — R.  B. 

Oidhche  Shamhiii  nan  Ui'uisg-, 
Bha  mar  a  chualas  in*  is  sean, 
Glaisrig,  Sac-ban.  i.s  Caoin teach, 
'S  bodaicli  an  t-saoghail  fpar,  is  fear. 

A  mach  a  uainliachan  's  a  frògan 
'S  iad  fiaclach,  crogach,  glas, 
'S  am  feusagan  calgach,  ròmach, 
Mar  sguab  eorna  shin  o'n  dais. 

'S  iad  ag  iarraidh  balacli  an  Tàilear 
So  mar  bha  's  mar  chaidh  *■  as, 
'S  an  ruaig  air  gix  lag  an  diinainn 
'S  a  chòmlda  dùinte  's  i  in  ghlais. 

Chuireadh  cliabh  's  a  blicul  ri  ùilar 
Bha  'n  Tore  beag  's  e  dùinte  stea^-li 
'Nuair  a  chnir  o  le  gnosan  na  griiide 
Bun  OS  ceann  a  hichairt  sldat. 

Dh'  fhalbh  e  gun  fios  duinn  fhàgail 
C  ait'  an  robli  e  dol  gu  stad 
Oircean  bhig  chlis  nan  àmhuilt 
Chuir  thu  mis  an  càs  gu  ffrad. 
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Sin'  tliuirt  Dòmlmull  's  e  glaodhaicli 
'S  iomadli  saothair  a  fliuair  mi  riiit 
Tog  orb  a  nis  is  fag  mo  theaghlach 
Cliaill  mi  le  t-fhaoineis  a'  mliuc. 

Le  seicleadh  gaotli  an  iar  is  clàdain 

'S  dealanach  a'  deàrrsadh  bras 

Bha  m'  fheoil  air  chritli  air  mo  cluiàmlian 

'Nuair  a  ghlaoidh  an  tàilear,  bi  mach. 

Cliaidh  gacli  bruach  is  gleann  is  alld 
A  rannsachadh  le  siublial  chas 
'S  ma  's  fior  's  an  t-oircean  gun  fhaotuinn, 
TLòisicli  caoineadli  's  greadadh  blias. 


DRIOD-rHORTAN    IMHIR    A'    RACAIN. 


It  is  cL  iibtf ul  wlietlier  the  Baid  bad  any  special  object  in  view  in  the 
following  peculiar  piece.  It  does  not  seem  to  be  complete,  as  a 
jn-ose  sketch  of  it  which  was  found  among  the  Bard's  papers 
appears  to  contemplate  a  much  larger  list  of  adventures  on  the 
part  of  "  Imhir  a'  racaiu."  Whether  it  is  meant  as  a  satire  on 
any  parties  is  not  easy  to  determine.  It  is  chiefly  valuable 
on  account  of  the  many  Gaelic  words  and  phrases  in  it  that  are 
peculiar  to  Islay,  and  which  it  is  desirable  to  preserve  a* 
sjjccimeus  of  the  dialect  of  the  Island. — R.B. 


Ge  b'e  bliios  a  feoraich  co  lis  a  tha  mi 

'S  CO  de  'm  bheil  mo  dliaoine 

Gacli  taobli  a  tliàinig  : 

Tha  mi  de'  Clilann  a'  Chriiisgein 

A'  Srath  Mhic  Crialu 
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Far  an  rol)h  iad  daonnan 

'S  an  coir  an  iarraidli, 

TorcuU  dubh  nan  sgian, 

B'  iomadh  bian  a  dli'fheann  e, 

'S  ged  a  blia  e  uair  is  ciad  aca 

An  giallan  a  bhrangais, 

'S  ged  a  bha  na  Tòire-direach 

A'  stri  ri  ghlacadh, 

'S  ged  b'  iomadh  gad  a  sliniomh  iad 

An  dùil  a  tliacadb, 

Coma  chaidh  e  sàbhaill 

O  cbroich  's  o  tborachd, 

Cha  d'  fhuair  iad  mar  b'  àill  leò 

An  dul  an  ròp  e  ; 

Bha  Mac  mo  sheanair  Uisdean 

Liith-chleasach  sgairteil, 

Bhiodh  seiche  bo  chaich  aig' 

Air  a'  spàrr  an  tasgaidb, 

'S  'n  uair  a  thigeadh  na  maoir  air 

Timchioll  an  talla, 

Bha  'n  toll  teichidh  dlùtLi  dha 

Aig  CÙ1  a  bhalla, 

Cha  do  thachair  riamh  ris 

Air  sliabh  na  mointeach, 

Air  garbhlach  no  air  reidhlein 

Na  glilacadh  beò  e, 

Gu  h-oidhche  dhubh  a  mhi-raith 

An  uamha  Robais, 

Thàinig  coin  is  daoine 

'Nuair  a  thuit  an  ceo  air  : 

Bha  bo  dhruim-fhionn  Eiimainn 

Aig  ah-  a  seiche, 
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'S  beul  na  h-uamha  reidh  dhoibh 

'S  gun  dòigli  air  teicheadh, 

Bha  m'  athair  's  an  uamha 

'Nuair  a  ghlac  an  toir  iad, 

'S  cheangail  iad  gu  luath  iad 

De  dulan  corcaich  ; 

Blia  greimeanan  cruaidh  ann 

M'  an  d'fliuair  iad  a  mach  iad, 

'S  cliroch  iad  an  ath  Liian  iad, 

Aig  creag  na  faicLe, 

'S  furasda  dhomh  innseadh 

'Na  bha  m'  an  chùis  ud  ; 

Dh'  fheuch  mi  aon  is  aon  dinl)li 

Is  dheiicliaiuu  tiihir  dliiubh. 

Bha  Niall  dubh  nan  sguabaicbean 

'S  am  buideal  Cleirich, 

Shios  an  Tigh  na  bruaich  ann 

'S  an  cluasach  Mac  Eumain ; 

Griasaiche  na  'n  iall 

Eis  nach  iarr  mi  reite, 

'S  cluinnidh  tu  mar  a  fhnair  mi  e 

An  ciirs'  an  sgeula, 

'S  ceann-gi-eannach  nan  cnàmhan 

An  cladh  an  rnamhair 

Chi  thu  mar  a  dh'fhàg  mi  e 

'S  a  chràgan  m'  an  t-sluasaid 

Bha  Marsauta  mor,  an  rue  feoir 

So  thall  ann.     'S  cha'n  fhada  dhomh  innseadh 

Mar  thug  mi  ceann  da. 

An  dèigh  teannachadh  na  sealbhan 
Aig  creajr  na  faiche. 
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Chaidh  mi  do  Ghleaiin-ghvudaire 

'S  gbabh  mi  fastadh  ; 

Coig  bJiadhn'  an  deigli  sin 

Thill  mi  air  m'  eolas, 

'S  mi  'n  dùil  nach  aitlineachadh 

Aon  duine  beò  mi ; 

Dheanaiim  orain  ghleusda 

Co  clis  is  a  b'àill  leat, 

'S  riiithinn  mar  am  liadh 

Ag  iarruidh  do'n  diimliair. 

Latha  bhann.     Gbabli  mi  sràid 

Gu  dail  a  mhuilinn, 

Bha  Niall  dubli  nan  sguabaichean 

Is  triùir  a  thuilleadh, 

A'  ceangal  nan  cualan 

Aig  creag  nam  faolan, 

Cha  robb  aon  de  na  chual  thu 

A  b'  f heàrr  learn  fhaotainn  ; 

Bha  fear  leis  Mac  an  t-sùgain 

Bu  lughmhor  e  aig  creag  na  faiche, 

'S  tri  goid  aig  air  a  ghuallain 

Air  ruighnead  's  air  cruadhas  's  nach  facas 

A'  fas  le  sugh  talamhainn, 

An  leitliidean  's  an  àl  so, 

Dh'  fhàg  iad  gun  diog  Clann  a  Chriiisgein, 

'S  b'e  Slid  diirachd  a  mheàirlich 

'S  CO  nach  cviala,  e  bhi  streap 

Ri  Tigh  Mhic  a'  Rallsa 

A  ghoid  a  Phoc'  eorna, 

Thuit  e,  's  bhrist  e  ughdalan  na  leise 

Air  sijreagan  nan  dòirneaìj, 
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Crocliadair  ISTèill  duibli 

Blia  cas-chamain  air  o'n  uair  sin, 

Sin  duit  mar  a  thoill  e 

A  cliroicli  nach  dh'  f  liuair  e, 

Gliabh  mi  fhein  a  nunn 

A'  coiseachd  gu  gasdn, 

Thog  mi  luinneag  an  orain  so 

Fhonn  is  fhacail, 

Mar  gu  'n  deanadh 

Kiall  dubli  dha  fein  e, 

Tlioisich  mi  'n  t-seisd  gii  ceMmhor. 

FONN. 

O  Iiu  a  ho  na  sguabaicbean 
A  ) jhuain  mi  far  an  d'  fliàs  iad 

An  d'fhàs  iad, 
O  hu  a  lio  na  sguabaicbean,  &c. 
Dhetli'u  gbadracb  's  dhetb'n  cbreubhach  so 
'S  leam  fbein  na  th'  aig  a  gharadh, 

A  gbàradh. 
O  hu  a  ho  na  sguabaicbean,  etc. 

Bithidh  m'  imrich  far  an  gluais  mi  leam 
An  tuagh  's  a  phoite  bheàrnach, 
Bheàrnach. 

O  hu  a  ho  na  sguabaicbean 

A  l)huain  mi  far  an  d'  fhùs  iad. 

An  d'  fhàs  iad. 
O  hu  a  lio  na  sguabaicbean,  &c. 
Tha  'n  eallag  's  core  nan  cuahxn  so 
Air  chuair,t  leam  fad  mo  làithean 

Mo  làitbean. 
0  hu  a  ho  na  sguabaicbean,  &c. 
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So  sàbli  an  fliicliead  fiacail 

A  bha  riamli  learn  's  na  tuim  fheàrna, 

Tuim  Fhoàrna. 
O  liu  a  lio  na  sguabaicliean,  »kc. 

0  liu  a  bo  na  sguabaicbean, 
A  bbuain  mi  far  an  d'  fhùs  iad. 

An  d'  f  has  iad. 
0  hu  a  ho  na  sguabaicbean,  ikc. 

Tha  eitbe  mor  's  clach  sbniaraidb  * 
A  cblach  bbliara  f  learn  gu  giarachadh  na  b-ùsuif 
Na  h-tisuig. 

0  bu  a  bo  na  sguabaicbean, 
A  bbuain  mi  far  an  d'  fhàs  iad, 

An  d'  fbas  iad. 
O  bu  a  ho  na  sguabaicbean,  ifcc. 

Bitbidb  smiidan  taobb  na  bruaicb  agani, 
Na  shuas  ri  stuaidh  na  làraicb, 
Na  làraicb. 

O  bu  a  ho  na  sguabaicbean, 
A  bbuain  mi  far  an  d'  fbas  ia:l, 

An  d'  fbas  iad. 
A  bu  a  ho  na  .sguabaicbean,  etc. 

Beurachd. 

Db'  fbalbb  mi  latha  bba  dhiubb 

A  sios  an  rathad  mor, 

Bha  cual  gbasan  air  mo  gbualainu 

A  sios  an  rathad  mor, 

*  '3  mithich  tarruiiig  gu  clach  shuiaraidh  leat, 
'S  gu  'm  faigheadh  Brian  a  le  jir. — Iain  lorn. 

t  Clach  bhliara. — Gleann  Comhan. 
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Bha  sgiathan  orm  fhein  ! 

Da  dheicli  dhiuLh.  's  da  chòig, 

'S  'n  uair  a  ràinig  mi  shuas  an  so 

Bruach  lag  an  fheoir, 

Bhrist  an  gamhain  an  teadhair 

'S  thug  e  mach  an  dail  nihor. 

Bu  ghanu  a  fliuair  mi  sheinn  da 

Mar  a  cliual  tliu, 

'Nuair  a  thug  e'm  priobadh 

Na  SÙ1  donih  gas  sguabaich 

Air  a  ghiall,  a  dh'  fhàg  mi 

Ag  iai-raidh  mo  chasan, 

'S  an  triiiir  eile  an  greim  rium, 

An  diiil  mo  leagail, 

'S  iad  a'  spionadh  mo  chinn 

'S  'ga  m'  leadairt ; 

Mo  phluicean  'n  an  imirean  dearg 

Leis  na  h-inean, 

*S  mo  chiabhan  'n  am  badan 

Leis  a  ghaoth, 

M'an  d'  fhuair  mi  slneadh 

A  chuir  's  na  casan, 

'S  Niall  dubh  a'  m'  dlieigli 

Leis  an  tuaigh, 

'S  a  suas  Moin'  an  astair 

B'e  luaths  casan  Chhmn  a  Chrùisgein 

A  thug  as  mi  !  !  ! 

An  dcigh  seachduinn  is  da  labha 
Dh'  fhalbh  mi  fhein  sios  an  rathad, 
E/àinig  mi  cladh  a  bhocain, 
An  taobh  shuas  de'n  Allt  fhrògach  ; 
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Dh'  auiliairc  mi  niimi  gus  a  blialla 

Blia  teadhair  uilior  'iia  cuach  air  bara ; 

Smudan  a  fòid-lasaidh  na  jnoba, 

'S  ceum  na  dhà  an  taobli  sliios  dhiubli, 

Chnmiaic  mi  an  rait-cbeann, 

Ceann-raiteach  chràg  an  ruambair 

'S  a  sbròn  an  àird.     Ri  bile  na  bruaicbo 

Sluasaid  mbor  chrom  'na  cbrogan, 

'S  e  togail  mar  a  leigeadh  an  deo  leis  ; 

Fear  le  piocaid  aig  a  cbiil-thaobb 

A'  cladbach  's  e  gromhan.     Hug  air. 

Gbabh  mi  fhein  nnnn  gu  gasda, 

'S  au  racan  agam  fo  m'  asgaill, 

Db'amhairc  e  nail, 

'S  db'  ambaix'c  mi  nunn, 

Gus  an  tuigeadb  e  co  bb'ann, 

'S  bi'aoisg  orm  ris  gu  cùl  mo  cbàirean, 

'Nuair  a  tliog  mi  luinueag  an  oiain. 

'S  cinnteacb  gur  trie  a  cbual'  tLu 
Fonn  brigis  Mbic  Ruairidb, 

O's  gasd'  an  obair  an  ruambar  so, 
Oir  cladhacbaidb  a  pbiocaid  na  bruachan  domb, 
Fliaic  tbu'n  toll  iir  so  a  tb'  agam  'ga  bbùrach 
'S  gun  acb  na  sùilean  an  uacbdar  dbiora. 

'An  uacbdar  dbiom. 

Cuiridb  mi  dramg  gu  m'  cLluasan  orm, 
'Xuair  a  tbogas  mi  b-uile  lùn  sluasaid  us  ; 
Cbunnaic  tu  an  torr  m'  an  d'  tàiuig  tu'm  choir, 
'S  tba  tigbinn  fodbad  mo  sbrr»u  a  bbuakdb  ann. 
A  bbualadb  ann. 
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Tha  calg  air  mo  bhathais  's  clia  gliluaisear  e, 
Le  gaotli,  na  le  sian  a  bliuaileas  air  ; 
Seiceal  na  cir  cha  robli  ann  's  cha  bhi 
Nach  cabadh  aou  sgrlob  troimli  m'  cliuailcin  iad. 
Troimli  m'  chuailein  iad. 

Tha  cleideagan  camagach,  cuaiclieauach, 
'Na  'm  pabagan  caiste  's  clia  gliluaisear  iad, 
'Na  'm  peallagan  dliith  aig  lagain  mo  sliiil, 
'S  tha  caitein  aig  cial  mo  chluasan  diubh. 

Mo  chluasan  diubh. 

So  an  t-Earrach  is  feàrr  dhomh  fhuair  mi  ann, 
Cha  'n  fhàgar  seiche  dhiubh  'n  uachdar  leis  ; 
Bha  deich  ann  an  dè  's  tha'n  diugh  ann  ochd-deug 
'S  togaidh  so  dhomh  'ga  reir  mo  thuarasdal. 
Mo  thuarasdal. 

O's  aoibhin  leam  fhein  na  fhuair  mi'n  diugh, 
'S  bithidh  coig  's  da  fhichead  Di-luain  agam, 
'S  gach  latha  'ga  reir  mar  a  thig  iad  'na  dheigh, 
'S  bheir  Di-Sathairne  ceud  da  uair  dhomh  dhiubh. 

Ceud  da  uair  dhomh  dhiubh. 

BEURRACHD. 

Cha'n  fhaca  mi  cir  o  bhliadhna  'n  t-sàmhraidh  dhaoir. 
A'  saoil  thu  a'  bheil  deur  uisg  an  taobh  so  Mhadagan- 

iiii-iiior.adh."''" 


*  Eadar   madagan    na   monadh   's    Lon   a    chuain   tha   sith    ua 
li-Alba. — Sean-fhacal. 
Aon  diuLh  am  briiigh  Liobliau  's  an  t-aou  eil'  am  bràiglie  Kaiiiueach. 
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Dli'amliaii'c  e  nunu  air  an  teadhair, 
Tlia  thii  tigbiuu  air  t-aghaidh,  avs'  esan, 
Seile  na  cuaig  am  beul  na  cathaig 
An  dùtbchas  a  mac  mar  an  t-athair. 
Thòisich  e. 

Coilleagag  o  liireagi  o  liu  I'o 

Air  a  ghnosaire  so  Mac  a  Chriiisgein, 

De  Chlann  a  Clirùisgein. 

Tha  Uisdean  air  ais  's  a  bhallach 
Ged  a  cliunnaic  sinn  gu  leir  's  a  ghad  e, 
'S  an  dul  air  sgair  na  teang  a'  teannadh, 
So  agaibh  againn  as  iir  e. 

Coilleagag  o  hireagi  o  huro 

Air  a  ghnosaire  so  Mac  a  Chriiisgein. 

De  Chlann  a  Chriiisgein. 

Chuir  mi'n  teadhair  air  a  bhara 

IMar  chnimhn'  air  Sron  Cromain  t-athair, 

A  sporgiiil  's  an  lub-i'uith  air  amhaich, 

Bithidh  tus'  ann  fathast,  gheibh  mi  triiiir  dhibh. 


Air  cnoc  na  croiche  chreag  na  faiche, 
Bha'n  teadhair  so  iir  ruighinn  gasda, 
Bha  mi  slaodadh  an  casan 

'S  gu  b'  fheàirrd  a  thacadh  Clann  a  Chriiisgein. 
Clann  a  Chriiisgein. 

Coilleagag  o  hireage  o  huro 

An  gnosaii-e  so  fhein  de  Chlann  a  ChriiLsirein. 
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'Se  th'agam  dhuit  air  gu  roLli  an  cnàmlian  'ga'm  piocadh 
aig  an  Lighiclie  mlior  chrom  Mac  a  Bhrangais.  'S  'nuair 
a  bha  iad  aig  a  chroman  mhòr  so  shuas,  Mac  a  Bhrangais 
'ga'n  creimeadh  's  'nuair  a  bha  e  rèidli  dhiubh  tbug  e 
chuid  a  bb'ann  diubh  dhomh  fhèin  's  'nuair  thug  e 
dhomh  iad  chuir  mi  ann  am  Poc'  O'  Cròlagan,  am 
baigeir  Eireanach  iad,  's  'nuair  a  chuir  mi  ann  am  Poc' 
0'  Cròlagan  iad  chuir  mi  aig  cùl  do  chasan  ann  a  sin 
iad.  A  ghnosaire  an  diabhoil.  A  tha  thu  ann,  A  tha  thu 
ann.     Am  bheil  thu  deanadh  nach  aithne  dhuinn  thu  Ì 

Coillgag  o  hireag  i  o  huro 

An  crochaire  so  Mac  a  Chrùisgein. 

A  Chruisgein. 
Coilleagag  o  hireag  o  huro 

Bithidh  na  maoir  g'  a  ruith  a  maireach, 
'S  gheibh  e  dileab  nan  cairdean, 
An  gad  m'a  amhaich  is  glas  làmhan 
Oighreachd  nach  fag  Clann  a  Chruisgein. 
Coilleagag  o  hireagi  o  huro,  o  huro. 

Ghabh  mi  fhein  nunn  gu  sgairteil, 

'S  thug  mi  slachd  leis  an  racan, 

Thun  a  shròin  aig  oir  na  bruaiche, 

Chum  e  romham  leis  an  t-sluasaid ; 

Thug  mi  bhreab  sin  thun  a  shùilean, 

Chaidh  spreadan  o  m'  chois  de  'n  ùir  annt' ; 

Leum  e  nios  'n  uair  a  f  huair  e  anail, 

Draing  air  's  an  t-sluasaid  an  tarruing, 

Am  fear  eile,  's  a  phiocaid  mhor  aige  a'  deàrsadh, 

A'  dol  ga  m'  stiocadh  ris  a  ghàradh  ; 
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Thug  mi  sintcag  thai-  a  Mialla 

'S  mur  bitheadh  casan  Chlann  a  Chrùisgein 

Bhitliinn  aig  bus  dubh  na  griiide, 

Air  mo  sheiche  leis  an  t-sluas:iid  ; 

Tha  e  fathast  a'  m'  chluasan 

An  gròmhan  mionnacliadh  a  bli'  aige 

'N  uair  a  chunnaic  e  mi  dol  lis 

Gun  taing  dha  suas  torn  an  eas. 

Ghabli  mi  nunn  gu  Cnoc  a  bheurain 

A  ghreadadh  a  chluasaicli  Mac  Eeumain. 

Ràinig  mi  luba  nan  gèadh  ; 

Blia  lèana  rèidh  a  bhos  fo  'n  tigh 

'S  poite  mhor  air  eallachain, 

'S  gealblion  a'  losgadh  ri  'mas. 

Arsa  mise  rium  fliein, 

So  an  Griasaiche  doite, 

So  an  geota  *  au  teid  a  clieanu ; 

Dh'  fhalbh  mi  nunn  's  an  racan 

Fo  m'  aclilais,  's  thog  mi  luinneagan  orain. 

Heitirin  ho  's  mi  ga  iarraidh, 
Thàinig  mi  'ghreadadh  a'  ghriasaiche, 
Heitirin  ho  's  mi  ga  iarraidh. 

A  ghluineachadh  an  lag  na  griosach, 
'S  na  deich  inean  agam  'na  chiabhaig. 

Heitirin  ho  's  mi  ga  iarraidh, 

Thàinig  mi  ghreadadh  a'  Ghriasaich  &c. 

Cuiridh  mi'n  gi-eanna-cheann  's  an  i-umaich, 
'S  a  ghleòidseach  aii-  a  mhuin  a'  sgiamhail. 

*  Geota,  stagnant  water  and  mud.— Islay. 
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Heitin'n  lio  's  mi  ga  iarmidh 
Thriinig-  mi  glireadadh  a'  Ghriasaicb. 

Bitliidli  a  glii-iiid  'na  bhial  's  na  shiiilean, 
E  liugaireachd  's  mi  'ga  chiamhadh.* 

Heitirin  ho  's  mi  ga  iarraidh, 
Tliàinig  mi  glireadadh  a'  Ghriasaich. 

All  Griasaiclie  doite  Mac  Eumain, 
'S  eibhin  leam  'nuair  liliios  e  sianail, 

Heitirin  ho  's  mi  'ga  iarraidh, 
Thàinig  mighreadadh  a'  Ghriasaich. 

Bithidh  e  sgalartaich  gu  gasda, 
'Nuair  a  bheir  mi  racan  air  a  ghiall  da. 

Heitirin  ho  's  mi  'ga  iarraidh, 
Thàinig  mi  ghreadadh  a'  Ghriasaich. 
A  Ghriasaiche. 

Thug  e'n  dui-leum  *  sin  thugam, 

'S  rug  e  air  jDhluicean  orm, 

'S  am  priobadh  na  siil 

Thàinig  ise  air  mo  chùl, 

Oa  'm  sgròbadh  's  a  ghnogadh 

Mo  chinn  ris  a  chreig,  's  i  nualhirtaich 

A  Ruairidh  thoir  an  sealbhan  as — 

All  shiightaire  Mac  a  Chriiisgein, 

Na  biodli  dùil  aige  del  as. 

Ghlaodh  e  rithe 

Thoir  a  mach  a  Chore  choille, 

'S  cuiridh  sinn  as  da. 

Sgàll  e'n  toiseach  as  a'  phoite  mhòir. 

*  Ciamhadh. — Mauling  or  pelting — Islay. 

*  Dui-leum — sudden  leap  or  spring. — Islay. 
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Tlia'n  t-uisge  goileach  so  aim, 

So  an  t-àm  a  chuir  'na  shùilean  : 

'Nuair  a  cliuala  mi  sucl 

Thug  mi  leum  clis  g'a  fhàgail, 

Chuir  e  na  h-inean  troimh  m'  chluais 

Ma'n  d'fhuair  uii  iiiai-h, 

Ri  lèana  Mhàrtiu 

'S  an  dithist  a'  sgàraich  a'  m'  dheigh 

'S  na  dòirneagan  a  ruidhleadh  m'am  chluasau, 

An  corr  a  bh'aun  diubh, 

'An  deigh  spullan  a  Chluasaich 

'S  na  togsaid  ruadh  Nic  a  Bhnindair. 

Coma  leat  e  seachduinn  an  deigh  so, 

Ail"  mo  chuairtean,  ràinig  mi  tigh  na  bruaiche, 

'S  o  na  chuahi  tu  m'an  bhuidcal  chleirich. 

So  dhuit  a  sgeul  le  each. 

Bu  choma  learn  riamh  e, 

B'  àbhaist  da  bhi  'ga  m'  ghreadadh 

Mu  na  h-easgaidean  le  gad, 

'Nuair  a  bhithinn  a'  glaodhaich. 

"  Am  mùigean  "  ri  athair, 

'S  "  am  buideal  's  a  chiiag  "  ris  fhein. 

Ghabh  mi  nunn  gu  gasda 

'S  an  racan  fo  m'  asgaill 

Chuir  mi  braoisg  orm  ris 

Airson  tarruing  as, 

Dh'amhairc  e'  nail. 

Arsa  mi  fhein  ris — 

Tha'm  poca  saic  a  steacli 

Fhaic  sibh  a'  leth  bharaille, 

Tha'm  buiseal  a'  so. 
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Ma  tha  chridhe  aig  tighinn  a  mach 
Cuiridh  mi'n  ceann-peileir 
An  ceann  peileir,  's  an  dig  an  d;i  mhionaid, 
B'ann  an  sin  a  thog  mi  luinneag  an  òrain 
Mar  so  : 

Poca  saic  mo  clmmadh  fhein, 
Am  buideal  Mac  Mliùigein, 
Glieibh  e'n  racan  air  a  bhrideig* 
Am  buideal  Mac  Mlmigein  ; 
Bitliidli  e  sianail  's  a  griosadh, 
Am  buideal  Mac  Mhùigein 
'S  bithidli  tusa  rithist  'ga  innseadh 
Air  a  bhuideal  Mac  jMliuigein. 

Gheibli  e  pailleart  'na  dheigli  sud, 
A  chnag  so  Mac  Mhùigein, 
Air  maothan  a  chlèibhe 
A  chnag  so  Mac  Mhiiigein, 
Hug  's  hoirion  leis  an  racan, 
Air  a  chnag  so  Mac  Mhuigein. 

Thug  e  sriotan  mionnachaidh  as 
Ag  radh  "  Croich  chreag  na  faiche," 
'S  e  'g  amharc  amach, 
Thug  mi  slachd  le  m'uile  dheòin 
Thun  a  shròine.     Cha  d'  amais  an  racan 
Ged  nach  faca  mi  fad  mo  re 
E  bualadh  buille  b'  fheàrr, 
Oir  dh'fhàg  e  eag  anns  a  bhòrd  chruaidh, 
Tuairmeas  òirlich  d'a  charbad  iochdair ; 
Thug  e  clis  a  steach  a  cheann 
Cha  robh  mise  mall  a  dhol  na  dliàil ; 
*  Brideag, — Cranium.  — Islay. 
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Dh'eirieli  e  tliuu  an  doruis 

Gliabli  mi  nunn  airson 

An  dòrn  a  thoirt  da  anns  an  duilleig,* 

Air  chor  's  gii'n  cumain  Ian  a  cliridhe  ris, 

'Nuair  a  rachamaid  a  rithist  an  greim  ; 

Bi'n  fhoill  a  chuii-  mi  o  m'  cliiiis 

'i^uair  a  fhuair  mi  thaobh  mo  chuil 

Am  jiailleart  air  oisean  a  gbèill, 

A  cliuir  teine-leus  o  m'  shiiilean  ; 

B'e  sgraingeal  Mac  a  Cliraicinn 

Companach  na  cnaige  a  rinn  so, 

Chuir  am  huiseal  inean  a'  m'  sliròin 

'S  e  sgròbadb  mo  shiiilean  ; 

Fhuair  mi  'n  dòrn  o  Mhac  a  Chraicinn 

Sè  na  seachd  de  uairean 

Air  a  ghiall  's  am  bonn  na  chiaise.     Na  cluaise. 

Ma  'n  d'  fhuair  mi  carachadh 

As  àite  nam  bonn, 

'S  e'  ghiodhaich  ris  a  Mhulpan : 

So  am  meàirleach  Mac  a  Chniisgein 

A  theab  bràthair  m'  athar  a  mharbhadh 

'S  a  chladh  Di-màirt. 

Gabh  dha,  mar  d'  urrainn 

Cuir  an  corran  sj)eal  m'a  mhuineal ; 

Leum  am  buideal  a  ghlacadh  a  chorrain  : 

Thug  mi  sgrothadh  le  m'  uile  neart 

'S  anns  an  tionndadh 

Chuir  mi  mo  mhiar  a'n  siiil 

Mhic  a  Chraicinn.     Fhuair  mi  as, 

'S  bha  'n  t-àm  ann. 

*  The  region  of  the  huigs. — Islay. 
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Cliuir  mi 's  na  casan 

A  suas  dail  na  ceàrdach, 

'S  an  difchist  a'  m'  dlieigli, 

'S  mur  bitheadli  casan  Chlann  a  Chmisgein 

Bha  luidlae  gun  èirigli  air  Uisdean. 

Gu  de  th'  agad  a  lilii  air  na  dlieth, 

Ach  goirid  an  dèigh  so, 

Cliaidh  mi  sios  gu  tigli  a  chreagain, 

Ged  a  bu  bheag  orm  na  bh'ann, 

An  sac  muill  am  Marsanta  mòr 

A  dh  'innis  do  CLlann  Eumainn 

Gu  'n  tug  mo  sheanair  leis  a  blio, 

Do  Uamlia  Robais  aig  cnoc  a  cliiilain, 

Gniomh  a  thug  a  chroich  air  Clann  a  Chriiisgein 

Ghabh  mi  nunn  gus  an  dorus 

Sheas  mi  co  gasda  air  ceann  mo  chnamh 

'S  a  rinn  mi  riamh  ; 

'N  uair  a  thàinig  an  dabhach  *  a  mach 

Air  an  stairsnich, 

Thoisich  mi  gu  grad  an  t-oran ; 

Cha  d'  tàinig  esan  's  an  t-sealladh 

'S  an  am.     DIi'  fhan  e'm  falach  ; 

Shaoil  mi  nach  robh  agam  ach  an  sglorach,  f 

Thog  mi'n  coilleag  mar  an  àbhaist, 

An  rannan  àbalta  ceòlmhor. 

A  Marsant  Mor,  an  rue  feòir  so, 
Loiridh  mi  e'n  Ion  a  bhà-thigh,  f 

*  Dabhach — mash  tun. — Islay. 

t  Sglorach— a  big  slattern. — Islay. 

t  Bii-thigh,  i.e.  byre,  bb,  theach.— Islay. 
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A'  cràgradli  an  lag  an  dùnain, 

A  ghrùid  'iia  shiiileaii  's  e'  rànaich. 

A  Marsanta  Mor,  an  rue  feòir  so. 

Cuiridli  mi  na  ciollan  muice 
'S  an  ceanii  pluic  an  luba  chlàbair  ; 
Nach  gasd'  a  bhios  mi  'ga  shlachdadh 
Lois  an  racan  ah'  na  màsan. 

A  Marsanta  J\Iòr,  an  rue  feòir  so. 

Cuiridli  mi  'n  sgloracli  's  a  gbeòta, 

I  romhanaich  's  a  sròn  's  an  làthaieh  ; 

G'an  kiidreadli  air  muin  a  eheile 

'S  eoma  learn  fhein  an  gearra  'maidse  * 
Arsa  mise  rithe  : — 

Bu  gliasd'  an  del  a  bh'  agad  'n  uair  a  bhrist  tbu  bun 
na  slait  iasgaich  air  mo  dliruim,  's  an  la  eile  a  thug  thu 
slaelid  a  m'  ionnsuidh  le  cas  a  ghràip  ann  a'  so  fhein. 
'S  beag  a  tha  eadar  mi's  gabhail  duit  gus  am  bi  thu 
sgalail,  a  shocach  a  tha  thu  ann. 

So  mar  a  bha  's  an  am, 

'S  gun  fios  agam  eo  bha  thall  'ga  m'  eisdeachd  ; 

Thàinig  an  sac  muUl  air  mo  chul-thaobh 

Rug  e  orm  gu  dian. 

Thionndaidh  mi  'm  chraieionn  ; 

Chuir  mi  na  h-inean  'na  shiiilean 

'S  leig  mi  'n  fhiacail  air  cul  a  chràige, 

Leig  e  as  a  ghreim.     Chuir  mise  's  na  casan. 

Shin  e  orm  gu  h-uamhain 

A.  suas  an  lonach  f 

Dh'fhàg  mi  bheist  a'  scideil 

Aig  an  torn  chonaisg 

*  i.e.  An  gearradh  maide  ise.     Magaireachd  IleacL. 
t  iV venue. 


234  a'  mhaigiidean  ileach. 

A'    MHAIGHDEAN"    ILEACH, 

eadar-theangaicht'  o'n  bheurla. 


Aig  cuaii  nuallanacli  nam  bras  sliruth, 
'S  grian  ag  òradh  nan  tonn  atmhor, 
Air  cluasaig  flieoir  's  an  Ion  'na  mhaise, 
Bu  trie  a  rinn  ùnraclid  m'  altrom. 

Air  oiteig  ghlain  na  mara  seideadh, 
Chluinnt'  an  t-oran  gaoil  so  m'  blieul, 
'S  crònan  an  uillt  troiiuli'n  rèidlilein. 
Le  borbhanaich  cliiiiin  ga  m'  bheusadh. 

Ruitheadli  ùin'  air  sgiathaibli  dì-cliuirahn', 
'Kuair  tliogainn  ceòl  do'n  Mhaighdinn  Ilich, 
'S  a  mais  a'  fadadh  teine  diomhair, 
'Na  lasair  gliaoil  's  nach  faodainn  innseadh. 

Ged  bhiodh  doirionn  cuain  a'  seideadh, 
'S  dealanach  feadh  neòil  ga'n  reubadh, 
'S  torunn  tàirneinich  a'  beucaich, 
Bheireadh  cuimhne  t-iomhaigh  cèill  domh. 

Dh'fhalbh  sibh  gu  bràth  do'n  t-siorr'achd, 
A  làitliean  mo  sholais  fior-ghlan, 
Na  li-uairean  a  thomhais  g'ar  crich  sibli, 
Clia  till  sibh  a  dh'aiseag  slth  dhomh. 

'S  mi  seubhas  air  faich  a'  m'  onrachd, 

Ag  eisdeachd  thonn  ri  tir  a'  còmhrag, 

'S  cuimhneachan  na  dh'fhalbh  ga  m'  leonadh 

Theich  sibh  nam  's  mi  so  gun  dòchas. 
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IAIN    EOHNA, 

EADAR-THEANGAICUTE    O    BIIEURLA    REABAIRT    BURKS. 


Bha  trl  Righrean  anns  an  ear, 

Tri  Righrean,  niòrail,  ard. 
Is  thug  iad  mionnan  gu'm  bu  choir, 

Iain  Eorn'  a  chur  gu  has. 

Ghabh  iad  crann,  is  threaLh  iad  s\os  e, 

Fo  na  sgrioban  garbh, 
Is  bhòidich  iad  le  mionnan  mor, 

Gu'n  robh  Iain  Eorna  marbh. 

Thàinig  an  t-earrach  beò  a  steach, 

Thuit  frasan  air  o'n  àird, 
'S  gliabh  iad  iongantas  ro  mhòr, 

Gu'n  robh  Iain  Eorn'  a'  fas. 

Thàinig  gi'ianaibh  teith  an  t-samhraidh  bhlàith 

Is  chinn  e  làidir  garbh, 
Bha  cheann  £o  airm  le  sleaghaibh  geur, 

'S  CO  dh'fheudadh  beud  dha  thairgs', 

Thàinig  am  foghar  àigh  a  steach, 

Is  chinn  e  torach  glas. 
Thug  altaibh  seact'  air  giorra  shaogh'il, 

Is  chaochail  e  gu  grad. 

Bha  dhreach  ro  choltach  ris  an  aog, 

'Nuair  thug  an  aois  air  searg. 
An  sin  thòisich  a  nàimhdean  gu  lèir 

Ei  cur  an  cèill  am  fearfj. 
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Glialili  iacl  arm  blia  facia  geur, 
A  gheàrr  mu  'n  ghlùn  e  sios, 

Is  cheangail  iad  e  air  feun  gu  dliith, 
Mar  shamhlar  cùineadh  Righ. 

An  sin  leag  iad  e  air  a  dhruim  gu  luatli, 

Is  bhuail  iad  e  gu  goirt, 
Is  chrocli  iad  e  's  an  doinionn  gharbh, 

Ga  thionndadh  tliall  's  a  blios. 

An  sin  lion  iad  slochd  bha  ogluidh  dorch' 

Le  li-uisg  gu  ruig  am  beul, 
'S  chuir  iad  Iain  Eòrn'  a  sios  gun  dail, 

'S  e  shnàmh  ann  na  dhol  eug. 

Leag  iad  e  air  ùrlar  cruaidb, 
'S  b'  e  sud  an  truaigh  bu  mho, 

'S  luaisg  iad  e  a'  sios  's  a  suas, 
Oir  b'  fhuath  leo  e  bhi  beò. 

Le  lasair  loisgicli  smior  a  chnàmh, 
Air  uachdar  àith  gu'n  d'  loisg, 

'S  bha  muillear  an-iochdmhor  thar  chàich, 
Einn  e  smàl  deth  le  da  chloich. 

Fior  fhuil  a  chridhe  ghabh  na  seòid, 
'Ga  h-òl  m'an  cuairt  's  m'an  cuairt, 

Is  mar  bu  mho  a  rinn  iad  ol, 

Chaidh  cainnt  am  beoil  an  cruadh's. 

Iain  Eòrna  tha  'na  laoch  ro  dhàn', 
Neo-sgàthach  làn  do  dh'uails', 

Ma  dh'fheuchas  tu  ach  fhuil  le  d'  bhlas, 
Cha  ghealtair  thu  's  an  uair. 
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Bheii'  e  air  duine  truagh  gun  sgoinn, 

A  bhi  gu  h-aoibhneach  gasd', 
'S  bheir  e  air  bantrach  a'  bhròin, 

A  bhi  seinn  gu  ceolar  ait. 

Bitliidh  slioclid  an  Alba  shean  gu  buan, 
Aig  Iain  Eòrna  nan  cruaidh  ghleachd, 

Is  olaidh  sinn  ma'n  cuairt  a  slilàint', 
Is  cuach  an  làimh  gach  neach. 


SINE   BHOIDHEACH 
eadartheaxgaiciit'  o'n  biieurla. 


Ged  a  sheideas  soirbheas  as  gaeli  àird, 
'Si 's  feàrr  learn  f li.èin  an  iar, 
Tha'n  ribhin  mhaiseach  an  sud  beò, 
An  oigh  da  mo  mo  mhiann, 
Tha  coilltean  fiadhain  ann  a'  fas, 
Uillt  's  iomadh  mam*  'ga  'n  roinn, 
Tha  m'  uidlif  le  Sine  a  dh-oidlicli'  's  a  la. 
'Bhi  làmh  ri  i  gun  mhoill. 

'S  na  lusan  driiclidach  chi  mi  cruth, 
Snuadh  àillidli  's  ùrail  sgèimh, 
Tha  guth  mar  clieilir  eòiu  an  ùird, 
An  deòthan  blàtli  nan  speur, 

*  Mhm,  hill  or  height. — See  Lexicons, 
t  Desire,  wish 
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Cha-n'eil  flùr  a  dh'fàsas  às  an  fhonn, 
Aig  fuaran,  torn  na  raon, 
Na  eun  a  ghleusas  poncan  ciùil, 
Nacli  ùraich  dhi  mo  gliaol, 

Sèid  thus  lar-ghaotli.     Tlàtlimhor  sèid 

Air  duilleach  geugan  chrann, 

Thoir  leat  am  beach  ]e  t'  anail  chiùin, 

Le  lòd  thar  stùc  is  gleann, 

Thoir  dhomhs'  an  ainnir  air  a  h-ais, 

Is  cuimir  glan  gach  nair, 

Aon  aiteal  eile  dhi  mar  bha, 

A  sgànradh  m'  fhadail  bhuani. 

Le  comh-bhòidean  naisg  sinn  gaol, 

Air  taobh  nan  cnoc  ud  thall, 

Far  am  b'  ait  leinn  tachairt  air  a  chèil', 

'S  bi  ar  n-èigin  sgaradh  ann, 

'S  ann  Duits'  amhàiu  da'n  eòil  gach  ni, 

'S  da'n  lèir  an  crìdh  gach  àm, 

Gur  h-ann  air  Sine  's  mò  mo  rùn, 

'S  gur  dùrachd  fior  a  th'  ann. 

Mar  neo-cliiontachd  an  uanain  bhig, 

A'  mireag  air  an  fheur, 

Cha-n'eil  a  lochd  a  chunnaic  daoin, 

Mur  coire  gaol  dhomh  fhèiii, 

Tha  sealladh  sùl  mar  dhril  an  drìichd, 

Air  bileag  ur-£hàs  blàth, 

Tha  deaibh  's  a  mèin"'-  a  dreach  's  a  sgèimh, 

Gun  coimeas  deanadh  dhà. 

*  Mind,  disposition. — M'Lead  and  Dewar, 
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Na'u  rioiuhiidh  daor  air  bruachan  Chluaidh, 

Bithidli  gruagaichean  air  doigli. 

Ach  tliar  gach  ni  a  bhios  air  each, 

'S  Sine  's  fhoàrr  gu  mòr, 

'Na  h-earradh  diithcliais  bheir  i  bàrr, 

Air  stràic  a  bhail'  ud  shios, 

An  culaidh  cliadadli*  gheibh  i  cliliù, 

'S  CO  'dhiùltas  d'i  na's  fior. 


There  are  among  the  Bard's  papers  a  number  of  detached  verses  and 
scraps  of  translations  and  songs  that  apjjear  to  have  been  contem- 
plated but  never  completed.  These  sometimes  consist  of  a  single 
distiche  or  a  single  verse.  It  is  needless  therefore  to  give  them. 
As  a  specimen  we  subjoin  a  verse  of  an  attempted  translation  of 
"  Lochaber  no  more."  The  follùwiug  lines  are  all  that  can  be 
found  of  it. — R.B. 


Soraidb.  bhiian  do  Lochaljar,  soraidh  bhuan  do  na  glinn, 
Do  gach  sruth  agus  creachan  do  gach  srath  agus  beinn, 
Soraidh  bhuan  do  'n  tir  mhaiseach  chaill  sinn  ort  ar  coir, 
'S  gun  ach  teagamh  gu  'n  till  sinn  do  Lochabar  ni 's  mo 
Tha  gach  cagailt  gun  deathach  's  iad  gun  teine  gun  dion 
Cha  bhi  ar  dachaidh  mar  'bha  i  gu  bràth  ann  ar  tlr, 
Cha  'n  'eil  an  t-aran  ri  fhaotainn  's  gun  daoine  gun  phor, 
Soraidh  bhuan  do  Lochabar  nach  bi  afjainn  ni 's  mo. 


Home-spun  tartan. 
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